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PKEFAC£. 



The following^ scenes are entitled " a Mystery," in coft- 
formity with the ancient title annexed to dramas upon 
similar subjects, which were styled " Mysteries, or Morali- 
ties." The author has by no means taken the same 
liberties with his- subject which were conmion formerly, 
.as may be seen by any reader ciurious enough to refer to 
those veiy profane productions, whether in Ehglish, 
French, Itali^i, or Spanish. The author has endeayoured 
to preserve the language adapted to his characters; and 
where it is (and this is but rarely) taken from actual scrip' 
ture, he has made as little alteration, even of words, as 
the rythm would permit. The reader will recollect that 
the book of Genesis does not state that Eve was tempted 
by a dempn, but by ^ the serpent;" and^that only because 
he was "the most subtle of all the beasts of the "field." 
llThatever interpretation the Rabbins and the Fathers may 
have put upon this, I must take the words as I find them, 
and reply with Bishop Watson upon similar occauons, 
when the Fathers were quoted %> him, as Moderator in 
the Schools of Cambridge, « Behold the Book!"— holding 
up the Scripture. It is to be recollected that my present 
subject has nothing to do witii the New Testammtf to 
which no reference can be here made without knachron- 
ism. With the poems upon similar topics I have not been 
recently familiar. Since 1 was twenty, I have never read 
Mihon; but I had read him so frequently before, that this 
may make little difference. G^sner^s " Death of Abel" I 
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have never ffcad since I was eight years of age, at Aber- 
deen. The general impreaaion of my Tecollection is de- 
light; but of the contents I remember only that Cain's 
wife was called Mabala, and Abel's Thirza.— In the fol- 
lowing pages I have called them " Adah" and " Zillah," 
the earliest female names which occur in Genesis; they 
were those of Lamech's wives; those of Cun and Abel 
are not called by their names. Whether, tiien, a coinci- 
dence of subject may have caused the vame in expression, 
I know nothing, and care as little. 

The rea4er will please to bear in mind (what few choose 
to recollect) ih^t there is no allusion to a future state in 
any of the books of Moses, nor indeed in the Old Testa- 
ment. For a reason for this extraordinary omismon he 
may consult ** Warburton's Divine Legation;" whether 
satisfactory or not, no better has yet been asmgned. I 
have therefore supposed it new to Cain, without, I hope, 
any pervcjrsion of Holy Writ. 

With regard to tlie language of Lucifer, it was difficult 
for me to make him ta^k like a clergyman upon the same 
subjects; but I have done what I could to restrain him 
wit|iin the bounds of spiritual pc^teness. 

If be disclaims haying tejnnpted £ve in the shape of thie 
seroent, i% is only because the book of Genesis has not the 
most (^Ustant aUusion to any thing of the kind, but merely 
to the serpent in his serpentine jcapacity. 

iV^/e.-^The reader will purceive tli^it the author has 
partly adopted, in this poem, the nation of Cuvicjr, that 
the world bad been destroyed several times before the 
creation oPman. Thi« speculation, derived from the dif- 
ferent strata and the bones of enormous smd unknown 
animals found in them, is not contrary to the liil<M^c acr 
pount, but lather confirms it; as no huipi^n bones have yet 
))«)en discovered in those strata* although those of many 
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known animals are foand near the remains of the un- 
known. T&e asseitlon of Lucifer, that the preadamite 
world was also peopled by rationiil beings much more in- 
telligent than man, and ^roporti^nably powerful to the 
mammoth^ See. &c. is, of course, a poetical fictionfto help 
him to make out liis case. 

I ought to add, that there is a ** Tramelogedie" of Al- 
fieri, called '* Abel."— I haire never read that, nor any 
other of the postfu^mous works of the writer, except his 
Ifife. 
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ACT I.— SCENE I. 

The Land without ParadUt. — Timet Sunrise. 
Momf Eve, Cain, Mel^Jdahf ZiUah, qfmng m Saerijiee, 

Mam.' God, the Eternftl! Infinite! AU-Wise!— 
Who oat of dai:knefls on the deep didst make 
Light on the waters with a word— ^ hflil! 
Jehovah, withietarningiight, all hall! 

Eve, God! who didst name the dajr, and separate 
Morning from night, till then divided never— 
Who (Udst divide the wave from wave, and call 
Part ofth7Work4hefi]nament*-«U hail! . 

JIML God! who ^dst call the elements into 
Earths— ocean— 4ur— and fire, and with tiie day 
And night, and worlds which these illnminate 
Or shadow, roadest beings to enjoy ^hen. 
And love both them and thee-^all hidl! all hail! . 

Mak. God, the Etenai! Pacenft ofall thuigt! 
Who didst oeate these best and beauteoiui beings 
To be beloved, more than all, save thee«~ 
Let me love^e and tbem:— All hail! aU hail! 

2iiXkik. (A, God! who loving, makt&gi blessing aOt 
Yet didst penmt the serpent to creep an. 
And drive my father teth from Faia^se, 
Keep us firom foither evili-^Hiai aU hail! (knti' 

Mam. Son Cn, ny tot-bfiB,^Mdk^BefiMe art tbba &• 




6 CAIN. Act I. 

♦ 

Cain, Why should I q>eaki 

Mam. Topnjr. 

Cam, Hftve ye not pray'd/ 

Mam, We have moit fervently. 

Cain. And loudly: I 

Have heard yoo. 

Jdam, 80 win God, I tnuL 

MeL Amen! 

Mam, But thou, my eldest-bom, art aUent stilL 

Cain, 'Tia better I should be 80. 

Mam, Wherefore so? 

Cain, i havo noujg^t to ask. 

Mam* Nor aught to thank fbr? 

Cam. No. 

Adam, ]>08t thou not live? 

Cain. Must I not die? 

Eve. • AUs! 

The fruit of our fwbidden tree begins 
To&ll. 

Mam. And we must gather it again. 
Ohy God! why didst thou plant the tree of knowledge? 

Cain. And wherefofe pluck'd ye not the tree of file? 
Ye mig^ have then defied him. 

Mam. Oh! my ton. 

Blaspheme, not: these are serpents' woids. 

Cain, t Why not? 

The snake spoke trvHk: it war the tree of knowledge^ 
It tcNiff the ttee of lifes— knowledge is good* 
And life b good; and how ean both- be evil? 

JJse. Ity boy! ^ou speakest as I spoke in sin. 
Before thy birdulet me not see renew'd 
My miseiy in thine. I have repentedi 
JLet me not see my oflT^ning £d( into 
The snares beyond the walls of Paradiicy 
Which e'en in Panuliflp deflioy'dhis pireirti. 
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Content thee with what is. Had we been lo. 
Thou now hadst been contented. — Oh» my son! 

Adam, Our orisons completed, let us hence. 
Each to his task of'toil — ^not heavy, though 
Needful: the eardi is young, and yields us kindly 
Her fruits with little labour. 

Evt. Cain, my aon, 

Behold thy father cheerful and resign'd. 
And do as he doth. [EixU Adam and Eve. 

SSU. Wilt thou not my brother? 

Abel. Why wilt thou wear this gloom upon thy brow. 
Which can avail thee nothing, save to rouse 
The Eternal anger? 

Adah, M^ beloved Cain, 

Wilt thou frown even on mef 

Cam, No, Adah! no; 

I fidn ^Irquld be alone a little while. 
Abel, Vm sick at heart; but it will pass; 
Precede me, brother— I wiU follow shortly. 
And you, too, sisters, tairy not behind; 
Your gentleness must not be harshly met: 
I'll follow you anon. 

Adah, If not, I vnH • 

Betum to seek you here. 

Abel The >eace of Uod 

Be on your spirit, brother! 

[ExU Abel, Zillah and Adah. 

Cain, (aohs.) And this ia 

Life! — Toil! and wherefore should I toil?— because 
* My father could not keep his place in Eden. 
What had 1 done in this?— I was unborn, 
I sought not to be bom; nor love the state 
To which that birth has brought me. Why di4 ft^ 
Yield to the serpent and the woman? or. 
Yielding, why suffer? Whait was there in this? 
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The tree was planted, and why ndt for him? 

If not, why place him near it, where it grew» 

The faireat in the centre? They have but 

One answer to all questions, << twas hu will. 

And he is good," How know 1 that? Because 

He is all-powerful must all-good, too, follow?. 

I judge but by the fruits— and ^tkby are bitter — 

Which I must feed on for a fault not mine. 

Whom have we here? — A shape like to the angels^ 

Yet of a sterner and a sadder aspect 

Of spiritual essence: why do I quake? 

Why should I fear him more than other spirits. 

Whom 1 see daily wave their fieiy swords 

Before the gates round which I linger oft. 

In twilight's hour to catoh a g^mpse of those 

Gardens which are my just inheritance, , 

Ere the night closes o'er the inhibited walls 

And the immortal trees which overtop 

The cherabim'4efended battlements? 

If I shrink not from lihese, the fire-arm'd angels, 

Why should I quail from him who now approaches? 

Yet he seems mightier far than them, nor less 

Beauteous, and yet not all as beautiful- 

As he hath been, and nught be: sorrow seems 

Half of his immortality. And is it 

So? and can aught grieve save humanity? 

He Cometh. 

Enter Lucifer, 

Lue, Mortal! 

Cain, Spirit, who art thou? 

Luc, Master of spirits. 

Coin. And being so, canst thdu 

XiCave them, and walk with dust? 

Lue, I know the thoughts 

Of dust, and feel for it, and \rith you. 
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Cam. Row! 

You know my thoughts? 

Luc, IJ^ey are the thoughts of all 

Worthy of thought;— 'tis your immortal |}art 
Which speaks within you. 

Own. What immortal part? 

This has not been reyealM: the tree of life 
Was withheld from us by my father's folly, 
While that of knowledge, by my mother's haste» 
Was pluck'd too soon; end aU the fruit is death! 

Lue. They have deceived thee; thou shalt live. 

Cain. I liv^. 

But live to die: and^ living, see no thing , 
To make death hateful, save an innate clinging, 
A loathsome and yet all invincible 
Instinct of life, which I abhor, as I 
Despise myself yet cannot overcome— 
And so X live. Would I had never lived! 

Luc. Thou Itvest, and must live for ever: think not 
The earth, which is thine outward cov'ring, is 
£xistence — it will cease, and thou wilt be 
No less than thou art now. 

Cain. No lest/ and why 

No more? 

Luc It may be thou shalt be as we. 

Cain, And ye? 

Lue, Are everlasting. 

Cain, Ate ye happy? 

Luc We are mighty. 

Cain, Are ye happy? 

Luc No: art thou? 

Cain. How should t be so? Look on me? 

Luc Poor dayS 

And thou pretendest to be wretched! Thou 

Coin, I am: and thou, with all thy might« what art dloa^ 
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Lm. One who aspired to be what made thee^ and 
Would not have made thee what thou art. 

Cam. % Ah! 

Thou look'st ahnost a g^ and—* 

Imc, I am none; 

And having^ iUlM to be one, would be nought 
Save what I am. He conquered; let him reign! 

Cain. Who? 

Iam, Thy sire's Maker, and the earth's. 

Cain, And heaven's, 

And all that in them is. So I have heard 
His seraph sing; and so my father saith. 

Lw, They say — ^what they must ung and say, on pun 
Of being that which I am — and thou art — 
Of spirits and of men. 

Coxa, And what is that? 

Lut, Souls who dare use their immorta£ty— 
Souls who dare look the Omnipotent tyrant in 
His everlasting face, and teU him, that 
His evil is not good! If he has made, 
As he saith— -which I know not, nor believe- 
But, if he made us-<«he cannot unmake; ' 
We are immortal! — ^nay, he'd hoot us so, 
That he may torture: — ^let him! He is great — 
But, in his greatness, is no happier than 
We in our conflict! Goodness would not make 
Evil; and what else hath he made? but let him 
Sit on his vast and solitary throne» 
Creating worlds, to make eternity 
Less burthensome to his immense existence 
And unparticipated solitude! 
Let him crowd orb on orb: he is alone 
Indefinite, indissoluble tyrant! 
Could he but crush lumsel^ 'twere the best boon 
He ever granted: but let him reign on, ' 
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And multiply himself in miseryl 

Spirits and men, at least we sympathize; 

And, sufTenng in concert, make our pangs. 

Innumerable, more endurable, 

By the unbounded sympathy of all — 

With all! But Hef so wretched in his height. 

So restless in his wretchedness, must still * 

Create and rg-create 

Cotn. Thou speak'st to me of things which long have 
In TiAons through my thought: I never could ' [swum 
Reconcile what I saw with what I heard. 
My &ther and my mother talk to me 
Of serpents, and of fruits and trees: I see 
The grates of what they call their Paradise 
Guarded by ftexy-sworded che^bimg 
Wluch sliut them out and me; I feel the waght 
Of daily toil, and constant thought: I look ' 
Around a world where I seem nothing, with 
Thoughts which arise within me, aS if they 
Could master all fhings:— ^but I thought alone 
This mise^ was mini* — My Iklher is , 
Tamed down; my mother has fofgot the miod 
^hich, made her4ffirst for knowledge at the risk 
Of an etflioal curse; my brother is 
A watching shepherd boy, who offeioup 
The fiistltngs of the flock to him who bids 
The earlli yield nothing to us without sweat; 
My sister S^Uah nngs an earlier hymn 
Than the birds' matins; and my Adah, my • 
Own and beloved, she too understands not 
The nund'which overirhelms me; never till 
Now met I aught to sympathize with me. 
Tis well — I rather would consort with spirits. 

Luc* And hadst thou not been fit by thine own soUl 
For such companionsh^, I WOU1I4 1^ now - 

VOL. IV. — o 
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Have stood before thee as I am: a serpent 
Had been enough to charm ye, as before. 

Cain, Ah! didst thou tempt my mother? 

Lue* I tempt none. 

Save with the truth: was not the tree, the tree 
Of knowledge? and was not th^ tree of life 
StiH fruitfdl? Did / bid her pluck them not? 
Bid / plant things prohibited within 
The reach of beings innocent, and ciu^ous ' 
By their own innocence? I would have made ye 
Gods; and even He who tlirust ye forth, so thrust ye 
Because " ye should not eat the fruits of life, 
** And become gods as we<" Where tliose his words? 

Cam. They were, as I have heard from those who 
In thunder* [heard them, 

Luc Then who was the demon? He . 
Who would not let ye live, or he who would 
Have made ye live forever in the joy 
And pover of knowledge? v 

Cam. Would they had snatch'd both 

The fruits, or neither! 

Lue, . One is youi^ already. 

The other may be still. 

Cam, liow so? 

Imc. By being 

Tounelv^ tn your resistance. • Nothing can 
Quench the mind, if the mind will be itself 
And centre of surrounding things^'tis made 
To sway. 

Cam, But didst thou temp^t pay parents? 

Lue, 1? 

^oor clay! what should I tempt them for, or hoW? 

Cam. They say the serpent was a spirit. 

Lue. 'y^h» 

Salth thatf it » not whiten «o on high: 
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The proud One will not so far falsify, 
Thom^ nwn't vast fears and little vanity 
Would make 1dm cast upon the spiritual nature 
Hb own low failing. The snake was the snake- 
No more; and yet not less than those be tempted. 
In nature being earth also— more in wisdomf 
Since he could overcome them, and foreknew 
Hie knowledge iatal to their narrow joys. 
Think'st thou I'd take the shape of things that die? 
Oath. But the thing had a demon? 

Imc* H^ but woke one 

In those he spake to with his forky tongue. 
I tell thee that the serpent was no more 
Than a mere serpent: ask the cherubim 
Who guard the tempting tree. When thousand agts 
Hare rt^l'd o'er your dead ashes and your seed's, 
The seed of the then world may thus array 
Their earliest fkiitt in ftble, and attribute 
To me a shape I scorn, as I scorn all 
That bows to him, who made things hut to bend 
Befove his sullen, sole etemhys 
But we, who see the trutii, must speak it. Thy 
Fond parents listened to a creeping thing, . 
And fen. For what should spirits tempt them? What 
Was there to envy in the narrow bounds 
Of Pamdise, that spirits who pervade * 

Spac e h ut I speak to thee of what thou know'st not. 
With al thy tree of knowledge. 

Cain, But thou canst not 

Speak aught of knowledge which I would not know. 
And do not thirst to know, and bear a mind 
To know. 

Imc And heart to look on? 

Cam, Be it proved. 

Lac Dtf'st thou look en Death? 
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Cain, Thou art not the Lord my father worships. 

Luc No. 

Cain, His equal? 

Lue* No; I have nought in common with him! 
Kor would: I would be aught above-^beneath-— 
Aught save tf sharer or a servant of 
His power. I dwell apart; but 1 am great: — . 
Many there are who worship me, and more 
Who shaU«-be thou amongst the first. 

'Cam, I never 

As yet have how'd unto my father's God, 
Although my brother Abel oft implores 
That I would join^with him in sacrifice:— r 
Why should I bow to thee? 

Lue, Hast thou! ne'^bow'd 

To hun? 

Cam, Have I not said it?^need I say it^ 
Gould not thy mighty knowledge teach thee that? 

Luc, He who bows not to him has bow'd to me! 

Cam. But I will bend to neither. 

Lue, Ne'er the leqs, 

Thou art my worshipper: not worshipping 
Him makes thee mine the same. 

Cain* And what is ^t? . 

Lue, Hiou'lt know heve— fad hereafter. 

Cain* Let me but 

Be taught the mystery of my b^ing. 

Lue, Fottow 

Where I witt ^ad thee. 

Cain. But I must retire 

To till 1^ «f«rt|i^r-|br I bad ppfomise d ■ - 

Lue. Whttt? 

Cain. To cuU nimfi fML fimits. 

Lue. Why? 

Cain. TooflBer4lf 

With Abel on an altar. 
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Zcie. Saidst thoii not 

Thou ne*er hadai bent to hiiii who made thee? 

Cain. Yes;' 

But Abel's earnest prayer has wrought upon me; 
The offering is more his than mkie-*«nd Ada h ' 

Luc Why #ost thou hesitate? 



She is my sister. 
Bom on €ie saine day, of the same womb; and 
She wrung ftmn me, with tears,* this promise; and 
Rather than see her weep, I would, methinks. 
Bear ail — and worship aught. 

Lue, ThenfoUowme! 

€mn. I will. 

[Enter Jidak. 

Adah. My brother, I have come for thee; 

It is our hour of rest and joy— and we 
Have. less without thee. Thou hast labour'd not 
This monn buti^ have done thy task; the fruits 
Are lipe, and glowihg as the Ught whidi ripens: 
jComc wwvy* 

Cam, See'st thou not^ 

Mah. I see an angel; 

We hfnre seen many: will he share our hour 
Of rest? — ^he is welcome. 

Cotn. But he is not like 

The ai^^ we have seen. 

Jidah. Are there, then, others? 

But he is wdcome, as they were: they deign'd 
To be our guests — ^will (le! 

Cam. ( 7b Lftdfer) Wilt thou? 

Lue. I ask 

Thee to be mine. 

Cam. I omst away with him. 

Jdah. And leave us? 

Cain. - Ay. 
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Jidah. And me? 

Cain. Beloved Adah! 

Jdah, Let me g^ with thee. ^ 

Luc. No, she must not. 

Jdah. VTbib 

Art thoa that gteppest betw^n heart and neait? 

Cain. He is a god. 

Jidah. How know'st thou? 

Cain. He speaks like 

A god. 

jSdah. So did the serpent, and it lied. 

Lue. Thou errest, Adahl — ^was not the ttee that 
Of knowledge? 

Jidah. Ay» — ^to our eternal sorrow. 

Luc. And yet that grief is knowledge — so lie lied not; 
And if he did betray you, 'twas with truth; 
And truth in its own essence cannot be 
But good. * 

Jidah. But all weJcnow of it has gathered 
Evil on ill: expulsion from our home, 
And dread, and toU, and sweat, and heaviness; 
RemcHTse of that which w^-^and hope of t^t 
Which cometh not. Cain! walk not with thift spirit^ 
Bear with what we have borne, and love me— I 
Lore thee. 

Lue. More than thy mother and thy sire? 

Jidah. I do. Is that a sii^ too? 

Luc. No» not yet; 

It one day will be in your children. 

Jdah. What! 

Must not my daughter love bei^ brdthter Enoch? 

Lue* Not M thou lovest Cain. 

JMah. Oh, my God! 

Shall they not love and biing Ibrth things that love 
Out of their love? bftve tiiey not drawn tSieiroiitt 
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Oat of llus botom? was not he, their father, 
'Bom of the same sole womb, in the same hour 
With me? did we not love each other? and 
In multiplying our being multiply 
Things which will love each other as we love 
Them?— And as I love thee, my Cain! go not 
Forth with this spirit; he is not of purs, 

Xne. The sm I speak of is not of my maldng, 
And cannot be a sin in you— whate'er 
It seem in those who will replace ye in 
XorCafity. 

Jdak, What is the nn which b not 
fin in itsetf— Can circumstance make sin 
Or inrtue?— if it doth» we are the slaves 
Of 

Lue^ Higher things than ye are slaves: and higher 
Ihan them or ye would be so, did they not 
Prefer u& independency of torture 
To the smooth agonies of adulation 
In hymns aqd harpings. and self-seeking prayers. 
To that which is omnipotent, because 
It i» omnipotent^ and not from love^ 
But tenor and self-h(^e. 

Adak* Omnipotence 

Must be all goodness. 

X«c Was it SQ in Eden? 

dicU. Friend! tempt me not with beautyi thou art fiur- 
Tbask was the w^rpent^ and as false. [er 

late. As true* 

Ask five, your mother: bears she not the knowledge 
Of good Mid evil? 

Mak: Oh, my mother! thou 

Hast phick'd a fruit more fatal to thine offspring 
Than to thyself; thou at the least has past 
Thy* youth in Paradise, in innocent 
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And happy intercourse with happy spiriti; 

But we, thy children, igfnorant of Edei), 

Are girt about by demons, who assume 

The words of God, and tempt us with our 6wn 

Dissatisfied and curious thoug^hts-^as thou 

Wert work'd on by the snake, in thy most flush'd 

And heedless^ haiTkiless wantonness of iSlitfs. 

I cannot answer this immortal thin|p 

"Which stands b^ore me; I cannot abhor him; 

I look upon him with a pleamng fear^ 

And yet I fly not from him: in his eye 

Thore is a fastening attraction which 

Fixes my fluttering eyes on his: my heart * 

Beats quick; he awes me, and yet draws me near, 

Nearer, and nearer: Cain — Csfin save me from him! 

Cain. What dreads my Adah? This is no iH spirit. 

Jidah. He-is not God — ^nor God's: I have beheld 
The cherubs and tiie seraphs; he looks not 
Like them. 

Cam, ' But there are spirits loiter still — 
The archangels. 

Lue. And still loflier tiian the andhttngds; 

Jfdah. Ay'-^but not blessed. 

Lue. If the blessedness 

Connsts in 8]s:reTy-— no. 

Jidah, I dave heard it said. 

The seraphs hoe moat — cherubim knows mosi'^ 
And this should be a cherub— since he loves not* 

Lue, And if the higher knowledge quenches lovey 
What must he be y6u cannot love when knownf 
Since the all-knowing cherubim love least* 
The seraphs' love can be but ignorance: 
That they are not compatible, the doom 
Of thy ffloid parents, for their daring, proves. 
Choose betwixt lof e and knowledge-^ince there Is 
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No other choioes your me hath choten already; 
His wonih^ ia but fear. 

Jidah. Oh» Cain! dioose lore. 

CtUn, For tbee« my Adah; I choose not— -H waa 
Bom with me— but I love nought else. 

jidah. Our patents? 

Com. Did they love us when they snatch'dfrom the tree 
That which hath driven us all from Paradise? 

Jkhh. We were not bom then^^aofl if we had-been» 
Should we not love them and our children^ Cain? 

Cain. My little Enoch! and his lisping sister! . 
Could I but deem them happy, 1 would half 
Forget— **but it can never be foigotten 
Tbrongh thrice a thousand generations! never 
ttiall iben love the remembrance of the man 
Wlio'sow'd the seed of evil and mankind 
In the same hour! They plucked the tree of science 
And sin — and, not content with their own sorrow, . 
Begot me — thee — and all the few that are. 
And all the unniimberM and innumerable 
Multitudes, millions, myilads, which may be. 
To inherit agonies accumulated 
By ages! — and /must be sire of such things! 
lliy befpty and thy loTe-<-my love and joy, 
^e rapturous moment and the placid hour. 
All we love in our children and each other, 
But lead them and ourselves tlu'ough ma^y years 
Of sin and pain—or few, but still of sorrow, 
IntercheckM with an instant of brief pleasure. 
To death — ^the unknown! Methinks the tree of knowledge 
Hath not fuliilFd its promise;— if they sinn'd. 
At least they ought to have known all thihgsthat are 
Of knowledge-*-and the mystery of death. 
What do they know?;~that they are miserable. ' 
M^Iuit need of snakes and fruits to teach ua that? 
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Mak. I am not vretched, Cain, and if tkoa 

Wert happy 

Cain. Be thou happy then akme— 

I win have nought to do with happinessy 
Which humbles wait and mine. 

JldtiA. Akme I ccmld not. 

Nor would be happy: but with those afouad us, 
I think I could be ao, despite of death. 
Which, as I know it not, I dread not, thoi^fh 
It ssems an awM abadow— if I may 
Judge from what I have heard. 

Lue, And thou could'st not 

JHone^ liiou say'st, be happy? 

jMahn Alone! Oh, n^Oodl 

Who could be happy and alone, or good? 
To me my sohtude seems sin; unless 
When 1 think how soon I shall see my brother^ 
His brother, and our diildrep, and our parents. 
wLiic. Yet thy (Sod is alone: and is he happy? 
I/)nely and good? 

Jdah. Heisnot«o;hehath 

The angels and the mortals to make happy? 
And thus becomes so in diifuaing joy: 
What dse can joy bebut the spreading joyf ^ 

Lue, Aak of your aire, the exile fresh from Eden; 
Or of his first-bom son; ask your own heart; 
ItisnottranquiL 

Jtdah, Alas! no; and you— 

Are you of heaven? 

Lue, If I am not, inquire 

The cause of this all-spreading happiness ' 
(Which you proclidm) of the all gveat and good 
Maker oflife and living things; it is 
His seprst, and he keeps it. We must bear* 
And some of us resbf* and both hi vaii^ 
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His sexaphs n^, but it is worth the trial. 
Since better may not be without: there ia 
A wisdom in tiie ^irit, which directs 
To right, aa in the dim bhie air the ^je 
Of yon, youni^ mortals, lights at onoe upon 
The star which waXches, welcoming^ the mom. 

Mah, ltiaabeaatifolstar:Iloveitlbr 
Its beauty. 

Imc. And why not adoKp 

Jdah. . OurfiKther 

Adorea the In^sible only. 

Ld^ But the qrmbols 

Of the InTisibie are the loveliest 
Of what is visible; and yon bright star 
Is leader of the host of heaven. 

jidah, Ourftither 

Suth that he has beheld the God himself 

Cidn, Who made him and our mother. 

Lue. Hast #ibii seen him? 

Jdah* Ye8*-in his works. 

JU|C But in hts being? 

MA. N«^ 

Save in my father, who is god's own image; 
Or in his angels, who are like to Aeo; 
And brighter, y et less beautiful and p«werfhl 
In seeming: as the silent sunny noon. 
All light they look upon us; but thou seem'st 
Like an etliereal night, where long white donda 
Stzeak the deep purple, and unnumbered stars 
Spfingle the wonderful mysterious vault 
With things that look as if they would besunsj 
So beautiful, itmiumber'd, and endearing. 
Not dazzling, and yet diawing us to them. 
They fill my eyes widi tears, aiid so dost thoo. 
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Thou seem'st unhsppy; do not mnke us so. 
And I will weep for thee. 

Luc Alas! those tean! 

Couldst thou but know what ocejuis will b.e she d 

Adak. By me? 

Lue. By aU. 

Jdah. ' Whatallf 

Luc, The mutton imllions^ 

The myriad myriads— the- all-peopled earth— ' 

The unpeopled eai!tli-*4Uid the o'er-peopled hdly 
Of which thy bosom is ike germ. 

Jididk, Oh Cafai! 

This spftit cu»^ us. 

Cam. Let him say on; 

Him win I follow. 

Jdah. Wfiither? 

Lue, To a place 

Whence he shaH come back to thee in an houi^ 
But in that hourstee things of many days. 

Adah. How can thflt be? 

Lue, Did not your Maker ma^ 

Out of old worids this new one in few days? 
And cannot I, who aid^ into this work, * ' 

Show in an hour what he hath made in mairfy 
Or hath desttay'd in fe^l 

Cain. Lead oow 

Adah, Witt he. 

In sooth, t^urn within aa hour? 

Lue, He shall. 

With us acts are exempt from time, and we 
Can crowd eternity into an hour^ 
Or stretch an hour into eternity: 
We breathe not by a mortal measurement— 
But that's a mystery. Cainicomeon withme. 

Adah, WiU he return? 
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Lue, Ay, woman! h6 alone 

Of mortals from that place (the first and last 
Who shall retum,.saye Oirs)— shall come back to thee 
To make that silent and expectuit world 
As populous as tliis; at present there* 
Are few inhabitants. 

Adah* Where dwellest thou? 

Lue» Throughout all space. Where should I dwell? 
Thy God or god^—there am I: all thmgs we [where are 
Divided with me; fife and death-4md time-* 
£temity— and heaven and eardi^x-and that 
Which 10 not heave^ nor earth, but peopled with 
T)iose who once peopled or shall people both— > 
I'hese are my realms! So tiiat I do divide * 
&g^ and possess a kingdom wliich is not 
JSs. If I w^e not that which I have said. 
Could I stand here? His angels ar^ within 
4rour vision: 

Mah. So ^ey were when the fair seriient . 

Spo]Le with our mother first. 

^flu!. . ■» Cain! thou hast l^nrd. . 

If diou dost long for knowledge, I can satiate 
That thirst; nor ask thee to partite of fruits 
Which shall deprive t^iee of a single good 
The conqueror has left thee. Follow me. 

Cain, SjAnty I have sai4 it [Exeunt Ludfir and Cain, 

Adah* (^foUa^, easslaiming) Cain! my brother! Cain! 



ACT II,— SCENE I. 
" ^ 7%e My98 of Space, 

• . ■ ■ 

Cain, I tread en airland sink not; yet. I fear 
To sifik. • 
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Luc, Have fldth in me and thou shalt, be 
Borne on the air* of which I am the prince. 

Cam, Can I do flo without ijppiety?, . 

hue, Befieve<— and nak not! doubt^-aad perish! thua 
Would ran the edlctKif t^e other God* 
Who names me demon to his angals: thi^ 
Echo the sound to teisetabU things* 
Which knowing nought beyotd their shallow senses, 
Wdrship the word which strikes their ear, and deem ' 
Evil or good what is proclaimed to them 
In thev abasement I will have none such: 
Worship or wordiip not, thou shalt behold 
The worids beyond thy little world, nor be 
Amerced, for doubts beyond thy Uttle life. 
With torture of my dooming. There will come 
An hour, when tass'd upon some watei'-droQs, 
A man shall lay to a mam *^ Believe in me. 
And walk the waters^" and the man shall walk > 
The billows and be safe. / wiU not say 
Believe in me, as a conditional creed 
To save the^ but fly with me o'e^ the gulf • i 
Of space an equal flight, and I will sho;Br 
What thou dar^st not»de|iy, the lustoiy 
Of past, and presanti and of future iirorlds. 

Cam, Oh, god, or demon, or whate'erthou att, 
Is yon our earth? * 

Luc, BoA thou not cecognta:^ 

The dust which formed your father? 

Cam, Can i^ be? 

Yen' small bl|ie circle, swinging in far ethe^ 
With an inferior cnrclet near it still. 
Which looks Uk6 that which lit our eardJy night? ** 
Is this our Paradise? Where are its walls,^ 
Andthey who guard them? * 

Lud Point me out the s|;te 

OfPara^se. 
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Cain, How should I? As we move 

like sun-beams onward, it grows small and smaller. 
And as it waxes little and then less. 
Gathers a ha]6 round it, like the light 
Which shone the roundest of the stars, when I 
Beheld themlrom the skirts of Paradise: 
Methinks they lx>th, as we recede from them, 
Appear to join the innumerable stars 
Whfch are around us; and, as we more on. 
Increase their myriadi. 

Luc. And if there should be ' 

Workls greater than thine own, inhabited 
By greater things, and they themselves far more 
In number than the dust of thy dull earth, ^ 

Though multiplied tib animated atoms. 
All living, and all doom'd to deaths and wretched, 
What would^ thou think! 

Cain, I should be proud of thought 

Which knew such things. 

Lite, But if thtit high thought were 
Link'd to a servile mass of matter, and, ' 
Knowing such thiiigs, aspiring to such thingfs. 
And science still beyond them, were chained down 
To the most gross and petty paltry wants, 
AIT foul and fulsome, and the very best 
Of thine enjoyments a sweet degradatioU, 
A mo^ enervating and filthy cheat 
To luie thee on to the renewal of 
Fitesh Bools and bodies, all foredoom'd to be 
As frail, and few so hapjfy 

Cam, Spirit! I 

Know DOQ|^t of death, save as a dreadful thing 
Of which I have heaxd my parents speak, as of 
A hideous heritage Towe to them 
Ifo less than £fe; a heritage not bsppy> 

B 2 
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If Imajjadl^^nov. But, 'sF^rit! if 
It be, aa thou hast sadd (and I ^rathin 
Feel the prophetic torture of its truth,) 
Here Idt me diet for to give birth to those 
"Who can but suffer many y^ars, and. diet 
Methinka is merely propagating>4eath. 
And multiplying murder. 

Lue. Thou canst-not 

JStt die — there is what must surviye. 

Cam. The Other 

Spake nnt of tUs unto my faitber, when 
He shut him forth from Paradise, with death 
Written upon his forehead. But at least 
Let what is mortal of me perish, that 
I ma^ be4n tjhe rest as angels are. 

Luc /amaQgalic:would8tthoabeaaIam? 

Cain, 1 know n«t what thou art: I see fhy power, 
And see thou show'at me things beyond my power, > 
Beyond all power of my bomfiiculties» 
Alfliougfa iitferipr stUlto ray desirta 
And my conceptions. 

Lue. . What are they, which dwell 

So humbly in their pride, as to sojourn 
With worms in clay? 

Cam. And what art thoi;, who dw^lest 

So haughtify in spirit, and canst rang^ 
Nature and immortali^— and yet 
Seem'st sonowfoJB 

Lue, I seem that which I am; 

And theNfore do I ask of thee> if thou 
Wouldst be immqitaU 

Cam. Thou hast swif I must be 

Immortal in despite of me. I knew nqt 
This iiatil i«t4]r«pbi|t wee it must b«9 
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Let me, or k&ppy or unhappy, learn 
To anticipate my immoitaHty. 

Luc. Thou didst before 1 came upon tkee* 

Cain. How? 

JCmc By BuiFering. 

Cain. And must torture be immoilil? 

Luc We and thy sons will tey\ But now, behold 
Is it not glorious.^ 

Cain. Ohy thou beautifiil 

And unimaginable ether! and 
Ye multiplying^ masses of increased 
And still increasing lights! what are ye? what, 
Is this blue wilderness of interminable 
Air, where ye roll along, as I have seen 
The leaves along Ihe-limpid streams of Bden? 
Is youi^course measured for ye? Or do ye 
Sweep on in your unbounded revelry 
Through an aerial universe of endless 
fizpansion, at which vay soul aches to thial^ 
IntoziCiated with eternity? 
Oh God! Oh Gods! or whatsoe'er ye are! 
How beautiftU ye are! how beauttful 
Tour works, or accidenti. or whatsoe'er 
They ma)r be! Let me cUe, as atoms die, 
(If that tbey die) or know ye in your might 
And knowledge* My thoughts are not in tiiit hour 
Unworthy what I see, though my dust is; 
Spirit! let me expire* or see them neater. 

Lue. Ast thou not neat«r? loo)r back to ttfliieeMfii? 

Cain* WhueiaitllaeenoihingtaveaiBMi 
Of most immaendile lifhts. 

Lue. • ' Lookliiere! 

Cain. I canMl tee it* 

Idle. TetitsptffUoiMllL 
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Lue. YAi. 

Cain, And wilt thou tell me so? 

Why, I have seen the fire-flies and fire-worms 
Sprinkle the dusky g^roves and the green banks 
In the dim twilight, brighter than yon wocid 
Which bears them. > > 

Ltm. Thouliast se en both worms and worlds, 

^ach bright and sparkling — what dost think of them? 

Cain, That they are beautiful in their own bphere, • 
And that the night, which makes both beautiful 
The little shining fire-fJy in its ^ght. 
And the immortal star in its great course. 
Must both be guided. 

Lue. But by whom or what? 

Cain, Show me. * 

Lue, '' Dar'st thou behold? 

Cotfi.' How know I what 

I dare behold? as yet, thou hast shown nought * 
I dare not ga^e on further.- * 

Luc, On, .then, with me. * 

Wouldst thou behold things mortal or immortal.^ 

Cain, Why, what are things? 

fAic. Both partly: but what doth 

Sit next thy heart? 

Cain. The tWngs Iflee. 

Lue, Bat what 

Saie nearest it? . ' * 

Cain, The t^ngs I have not iteen, ' "^ . 

Nor ever thaO— the mysteries of deaUi. 

Lue* What, if I show to thee things which have cjied. 
As I have shown thee much which cannot <]he? 

Cain, poso* ... ■ * 

l^fC* Away, &en! on our mighty winga. 

C^n. Oh! how we cleave the blue! The stars fade from 
The earth! where is my earth! let me kok oiiit| [us! 
For I v^fMimade pf it. 
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Luc, *Tis nov beyond thee. 

Less, in &e universe, than thou in it: 
Yet deem not that thou canst escape it;'thott 
Shalt soon return to earth, and all its dtft; 
*Tis part of thy eternity, and mine. 

Cain. Where dost thou lead pe? 

Luc ' To what was before thecl 

The phantasm of .the world; of ^hich thy world 
Is but the wrec^. 

Cain* What! is it not th^i nowf 

Luc No more than life is; and that was, ere tiimi 
Chr 1 were, or the thini^s which seem to us 
Greater than either: many things will have 
No end; and some, which would pretend to ]mft 
Had no beginning, have had one as laean 
As thou; and mightier tlungfs have been extinet 
To make way for much meaner than- we can 
Surmise; for moin^n^only and the tpate 
Have been and must be all unehange^bk. 
But changes make not death, except to dayi 
But thou alt «li^— and canst but comprehend 
That whieh was clay, and such thou shah behold. 

Cain, Clay, spirit! What thou wilt I can Sorv^. 

Luc, Away then! 

Ci^n. But the li^ts Me from Ae faft, 

And some tiU now grew larger as Ve aproach'd|| 
And wore the-iook of worlds. 

* 

'Lftc. And such they are. 

Coin, And Edelis In Ihem. 
J^ut^ I It may be. 

Cain, ■ And men? 

fAte, Yea, or things higher. 
Cain. Ay? and serpents too? 

Luc Woiddst thou have pnen witliout tiiem? must no 
^renthe, save the eieel ones? [reptiles 
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Cam. How the lights recede! 
Where fly we? 

Luc ' T« the world of phantoms, which 

Are beings past, and shadows still to come. 

Cain. But it grows dai-k, and da^k — ^the stars are gone! 

Lue. And yet thou seestp • 

Com. * 'Tis « fbarOU %ht! 

No siln, no moon, no lights innumerablek 
The very blue of the ^jrapurpled night 
Fades to a dreaxy twiliglrt, yet I see 
Huge dusky masses; but unlike <he worlds 
We were approaching, which, begirt with light, 
Seem'd full of life even when their atmosphere 
Of light gave way, and showed them taking shaped 
Unequal, of deep Y$3kef$ uid vast mountains; 
And some emitting sparks, and some displaying 
Enormous liquid plains, and some begirt 
With luminous belts, and floatii^g moons^ whiph took 
Like them the featuxies of fair earth:— instead. 
All here seems dark and dreadfuL 

Lue, ' But distinct. 

Thou seeketh to behold death, and dead things^ 

Cain, I seek it not; but as I know there, are ' ^ 

Such, and that my «re's sin makes him and me, 
And all that we inherit^ Hafoie 
To such, ^ would behcifl at 4>nce, what I 
Must one day see perforce^ 

Lua. Behold! 

Cain. 'Ti& dttrkiieis. 

Lue. And so it shaU be even but we wiU • ^ 

Unfold its gates! . • 

Cain. Enormous vapours tfM . . 

.Apart-Tvwhat'fl this? 

Z<v«f Writer! *. ^ * ' 

Cain, C»n I i«tiin|? 
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Iau, Return, be sure: how else sho^ild death be peo« 
Its present realm is thin to what it will be, [pled 

Through thee and thine. . 

Cain, The clouds still open wide 
And wider, and make widening circles r6uiid ai« 

Imc, AdTance! 

Cos'fi. And thou! 

hue, ^ Fear not-^withoat me thou 

Cottldflt not have g^ne beyond thy world. On! on! 

[7%cy diaappear through the clouds ^ 

» 

SCENE lU 

Rade$, 

Enter Ludfer and, Cain, 
Cain. How silent and how vast are these dim worlds^ 

Pot they seem more than one, and yet more peopled 

Sihan the huge brilliant luminous orbs which siwung 

To thickly in the upper air, that I 

Had deemed tl^ei^ rather the bright populace 

Of some all ima^able heaven 

Th&n things to be ii^abited themselveib 

But that on drawing near them I beheld 

Their swdling intp palpabie immensity 

Of matter, whidi seem'd made for Itfe to dwell on^ 

Rather than life itself. But here, HI is 

So shadowy and so fuU of twilight, that 

It speaks of a day past 
Luc, It is the realm 

« 

Of death.-^Wottldst have it present? 

Cain, Till I know 

That which it really is, I cannot answer. 
But if it be as I have heard my father 
Deal out in his long homilies, 'tis a thing-*- 
6h God! T dare not think en*i\ Cursed be 
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He who invented Bfe that leads to death! 

Or the dull mass of life, that being life 

Could not retain, but^eedi^ must forfeit it— ^ 

Even for the innocentl 

lAiC, " Dost thou curse thy father? 

Cain* Cursed he not me in giving me my bilth^ 

Coned he not me before my birth, in daring 

To pluck the fmit forbidden? 

Lufy ' Thousay'st well: 

The curse is mutual 'twixt thy sire and thee — 
But for thy sons and brother? 

Cain, L^t them share it 

With me, their sire and brother! What else is 
bequeathed to me? I leave Uiern my inheritance. 
Oh ye interminable gloomy realms 
Of swimming shadows and enormous shapes. 
Some fully shown, some indistinct, and all 
Afighty and melancholy — what are ye? 
Live ye, or have ye lived? 

Luc Somewhat of both. 

Cain, Then what is death? 

Lue. What? hath not he who made ye 

Said 'tis another Cfe? 

Cain. Till now he hath 

Said nothing, save that all shall die. 

Lue. Perhaps 

He one day will unfold that further secret. 

Cam, Happy the day! 

Lue. Tes; happy! when unfolded 

Through agonies unspeakable, and clogg'd 
With agonies eternal, to innumerable 
ITet unborn myriads of unconscious atoms^ 
All to be animated for this only! 

Cain. What are these mighty phantoms which I siefe 
Floating around me? — ^they wear not the form 
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Of the intelli^nces I have seen 
Bound our reg^tted and unenter'd Edetiy 
Nor wear the fonn of man as I have mw'd it 
In Adani% and in Abel's, and in mine. 
Nor in my sister*bride's, nor in my childrfen'tt 
And yet they have an aspect, which^ though D6t 
Of men nor angels, lockM like something, whidN 
If not the last, rose higher than the fint. 
Haughty, and high, and beautiiu], and fbU 
Of seeming strength, butof inexplicidble 
Shape; for I never saw such. They bear atit 
The wing of setaph, nor the hce oS man. 
Nor form of mightiest brute, nor anght th«t ia 
Now breathing; mighty yet and beaatifol 
As the most beautiful and mighty which * 
live, and yet so unlike them, th«t I scarce 
Can call them living. 
Xue. Tet tiiiey lived. 

Luc. Where^ 

Thou liveat* 

Cain. When? 

Luc On what thou caUest earHi 

They did inhsbit* 

Cam. Adam isthe first. 

Luc. Of thine, I grant thee-^bat too mean to be 
Thehstofihfse. 

Com. And what are they? 

Luc. ThatwhU^h 

Thou duJt be. 

Cain. But what wen they? 

Luc. liirioigi higki 

Intemgemt, ^^ greal^ and glorious thing% 
Aa'much-aaperior unto all thy sire, 
Atlam, could e'er have been in Eden, as 

VOL. IV,— H 
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It is not .with the earth, though I must liU it» 
I feel at war, but that I may not profit 
By what it beats of beautifiil untoiling. 
Nor gnAify my thouaai^d swelling thoughts 
With knowledge, nor allay my thousand fears 
Of death and life. 

Lue. ynut thy world is thou aeeX 

But eanst not comprehend the shadow of 
That which it was. 

Cam. And those enormous creatqres. 

Phantoms inferior in intelligence 
(At least so seeming) to the tilings we have pass'd^ 
Resembling somewhat the wild habitants 
Of the deep woqds of earth, the hugest which 
Boar nightly in the forest, but ten-fold 
In magnitude and terror; taller than 
The cherub^fuaided walls of Eden, wUh 
£yes flashing like the fiery swords which fence them. 
And tudrs projecting like the trees stripped of 
Their bark and branches^— what were tiieyf 

Lue. That which 

The Mammoth is in thy world;— but these lie 
By myriads underneath its snifiuse* 

Cain. llut 

None on it? 

Imc No: for thy fifail race to war 
With them would render the curse on it useless- 
It would be destroyed so earfy^. 

Cam. But why war? 

Lue. Tou hare forgotten the denunciation 
Which drove your race from Eden— -war with all thiagi| 
And death to all tlungs, and (tisease tor most things* 
And pangs, and bitterness; these were the finits 
Of the forbidden tree. 

Cain. But animals - 

Did they too eat of it, that they must die? 
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Luc, Your Maker to]d ye, theg w«c nude for yoo. 
As yoa for htm.— You would imk hare tibeir doom 
Superior to your own? Had Adam not 
Fallen, all bad stood. 

Cam. AliuiV fte hopekw wMdies! 

They too mast share my aire'a lale» like hit aoui 
Like them, too^ without haviag shared tiie ^iplei 
Like them, too, wi&eat 4be sodeaiwbeught knmvlkfge/ 
It was a lying tree— for we know nothin|r« 
At least it promised kmmkdge at the pHte 
Of death~.bttt knmokdgR stiil: hut what kiwwB man? 

X«c. It may be death leads to the Aigte* knowledge; 
And being of all thinga the sole thing certain« 
At least leads to the sMvesI scienees liicRfiMre 
The tree was true, though dea<%. 

Cain. These dim imlm^ 

I see thetai, but I know tliem not 

Lue. Because 

Thy hour is yet a&r, and matter cannot 
Comprehend spirit whoUy^-but ^tis something 
To know theve are sneh realms. 

Cam* We knew alKidy 

That there was death. 
Luc But net what was beyond it. 

Cam* Ite know I now. 

Luc. Thou knowesttiiat there is 

A state, and many states beyond thine own«~ 
And this thou knewest not tins mom. 

Cain. But aU 

Seems dim and shadowy. 

Xue. Be emiteiit» it will 

Seem elu»er to tUne nansattSkf. 

OUn. And yoftimneasiirablefiqiM space 
Of gletions asnre wUeh fleata OB beyond OS. 

"Which looks like water^ end wloch I sImmU 

B B 
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The river whick flows oat of Piradise 
Past my own dwelling, but that it is bankleaf 
And bQundle«8» and of an ethereal hue— 
"What is it? 

Luc Thete is sliliiDme sudi on earth. 
Although inferior, and thy children shall 
Dwell near it— 'tis the phantasm of an ocean. 

Com. TiM Hke another world; a Hqnid'san— 
And those inordinate creatures sporting o'er 
Its shining surfiice? 

Lue, Are its halntaiite, 

The past leviathans. 

Cotn. And jpon immense 

Serpent, which veafs his drip]mig mme and vasty 
Head ten times lugher than the haughtiest cedar 
Forth ftom the abyss, looking as he coold coil 
Himself around &e oiha We lately look'd on— 
Is he not of the kind which bask'd beneath 
The tree in Eden^ 

Jtaui. Eve, thy mother, best 

Can tell what shape of serpent ten^fvted her. 

Cain. This seems too terrible. No doidit the othec 
* Had more of beauty. 

Luc* Hast thou ne'er beheld him? 

Cain. Many of the same kind (at least 90 cafi'd,) 
But never tfaftt precisely wUch persuaded 
The fatal fruit, nor even of the same aspeet«- 

Lue, Your &ther saw. Um not? 

Cain, No: 'twas my mother 

Who tempted him— she tempted by the serpent. 

£mc. Good man! whene'er thy w>fe» or thy sons' wivea 
Tempt thee or them to auglit that's new or stiiffige» 
Be sure thou aee'st 6nt who hath tempted lAan. 

Cain. Thy pr^oept comes too l»te; there is no mor^ 
For serpents to tempt woman to. 

Idle, ' But there 
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Are some thTiigs still wluch wmnaa may tempt man to, 
Ahd man tempt woman:— let thy sons look to it! 
My counsel is a kind ones for 'tis eren 
Given chielly at my own expense: ^ tm^ 
n wm not belb]low*d» so thole's fittle lost. 

Cam, I undeistand nottliia. 

Lue. The happierUioal-^ 

Thy woild and 6ioa are still too yooBC^ Thou thinkest 
Thyself most wicked and unhappys is it 
Not so? 

Cam. For crime, I know not; hot An* pain^ 
J have felt much. 

Lue. FirBt4>ora of the first man! 

Thy present state of irin— «nd thou ait evil. 
Of sorrow— «nd thou sofferest, are both Sden 
In all its innocence compared to what 
. TWoii shortly may%t be; and that state again. 
In its redoubled wretchedness, a Paradise 
To what thy sons' sons' sons, accumulating 
In generations like to dust, (which they 
bifiMst but add to^) shall endure and do.~« 
Now let ua baok to earth! 

Cam, And wherefore didst thou 

l<ead me here only to inform me tiiis? 

hue. Was not thy quest for knowledge? 

Caki ^ Tea: as being 

Theroadtohappiaesa. • 

Xfue* ETtrotfabesc^ 

Thouhaatit. 

Cain, Tlienmyfotiier'aGodifidwell 

'When he prohibited the fotal treOir 

Lue, But had done better in not planting it 
But igncpnaace of evil dodi not saye 
Vrom evil; it mmt atfl| nU on the s«m<, 
Apotofiitt^iiiigt. 
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Cain. Not of an things. No: 

I'll not believe it-^or I thint for good. 

Lue. And who and wlkwt Mil not' J9^ covets evil 
For its own bitto* sakeP— 3^fie— noUmiip! 'tia 
The leaven of all Me» a«d lifal€Biness. 

Cain. Within those glorioya aibfl witkb we behold^ 
Distant and dajtflMig» and inniunerable^ 
Ere we came down into this phaatooi reidia* 
111 cannot come; they are tee beaufifuL 

Luc Thou hast seen them from a£ir. 

Cain. And what of that? 

Distance can but diminish glory— they 
When nearer must be mote meifable. 

Lue. Approach the tluqgs.of earth most beautiiu]. 
And judge their beauty near. 

Cain. I have done this— ^ 

The loveliest thing I loioW is loveliest nearest 

Lue. Then there must be delusion^ What is tha^ 
Which Ixeing nesrest to thine eyes is stitt 
More beautiful than beauteous things semota?* 

Cain. My sister Adah— All the stars of faeivveB» . 
The deep blue noon iof night, lit by an^ovb i 

Which looks a spirit, er a spirit's world-^ 
The hues of twiHght^-'the sun's gorgeous comiag-^ 
His setting indesGiibabIe» which fills 
My eyes with pleasant Itears as I behold 
Him smky and feel my heart float sol^jr until him 
Along tiiat western Pstadbe of clouds--' 
The forest shade— the green bough— the bird'a voice««*^ 
The vesper bird's whiohseeasilotingaftoyey ' 
And mini^es with the song o^ ehendthBy 
As the day dosfts over Eden^a wflfl8(«*« • 
All these are nodiing, to my eyes and heart. 
Like Adah's ftce;. I torn from esvth and heaven 
To fsc^ on it. 
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Lue. *T\b frtil as fidr mortafity» 

In the first d&wn and bloom iifjomi^ creation 
▲nd earUeft embnuses of earth's paientsy 
Can make its Qflfspnug; still it is delusion. 

Coin. You think so^ being not her brother. 

Lue. Mortal! 

My brotherhood's with those who hwre no duldren. 

Cotn. Then thou canst hare no fellowship with us. 

Luc It may be that thine own iball be forme. 
But if thou dost possess a beaiitiful 
3eitig beyond aU beant^ in thine eyc% 
Why art thou wretched? 

Cam. Why dot exist? 

Why art iftou wretched? why are all things so? 
£¥*n be who made us must be» as the maker 
Of things unhappy! To produce destruction 
Can surely never be the task of joy. 
And yet my sire says he's omnipotent: 
Hien why is eyil«~he being good? I ask'd 
This question of my fiilher; and he said, 
Because.this evil only was the path 
To good. Strange good* that must arise from out 
Its deadly opponte. I lately saw 
A lamb stung by a reptile: the poor suckling 
Lay foaming on the earth, beneaidi tiie vain 
And piteous bleating of its restless dam; 
My ftther pluckM some herbs, and laid them to 
The wound; and by degrees the helpless wretch 
Besumed its careless life, and rose to drain 
The mother's nulk, who o'er it tremulous 
Stood lickmg its reviving limbs with joy. 
Behold my son! siid Adagi, howfirom evil 
Springs good! 

LuCf What didst thou answer? 

Cain. Nothmg: fa? 
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He 18 my father: but I thooi^t, that 'twere 
A better portion for the animal 
Never to have been stwig ai all, than to 
Purchase renewal of its little life 
With ag^niei uautterable, though 
Dispelled by antidotes. 

Luc But aa thoo itaidit 

Of all beloved things thou loveat her 
Who shared thy mother's milk» i^id giveth hers 
Unto thy children 

Cain, Host assuredly; 

What should I be without her? 

Lue, W^hat am I? 

Cain, Dost thou love nothing? 

Luc, What dostthy God lov^ 

Cain, All things, my father says; but I confess 
I see it not in their allotment here. 

Lue, And, therefore, thou canst not see if /love 
Or nOy except some vast and general pur^se» 
To which particular things must melt like snows. 

Cain. Snows! what are they? 

Luc Be happier in not knowing 

What thy remoter ofTspring must encounter; 
But bask beneath the clime which knows, no winter! 

Cain, But dost thou not love something like thyself? 

Luc And dost thou love thyself? 

Cain, Tefl, but love more 

What makes my feclLnga more endurable. 
And is more than myself, because I love it. 

Lue, Thou lovest it, because 'tis beautiful 
As was the apple in thy mother's eye; 
And when it ceases to be so, thy love 
Will cease, like any other appetite. 

Cain, Cease to be beautifull how cao.that bef 

Zti«» With time. 
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Cmn. Bat time has past, and hitherto 

Even Adam and my mother both are &ir: 
Not fair like Adah and the seraphim-* 
But very fiur. 

Lue, AH that most pus tivvy 

fo them and her. 

Cain, Vm worry fur it{ init 

Cannot conceive my love for her the leas. 
And when her beauty disappears, methinks 
He wiio creates all beauty will lose more 
Than me in seemp periflh such a work. 

Luc. I pity thee who lovest wbst mwt perish. 

Cam, And I thee who lor'st aottiini^. 

Luc. And thy brother--r 

Sits he not near thy heart? 

Cam- Why should he not? 

Luc, ThyfatherloveshimweU— eodoesthy God. 

Cain. And so do I. 

Luc 'Tis well and me^fy done. 

Cain. MeeUy! 

Luc. He is the second bora of iesb. 

And is his mother's faivourite. 

Cain. Let hiii keep 

Her favour^ SAce the serpent was the first 
To win it. 

Lue. And his fotherV 

Cain. Wh«t is Hbat 

To me? should I not Idve tliat which aD lof«f 

Luc. And the Jehovah — ^tbe indulgent Lord, 
And bounteous phioter of ban'd Paradise — 
He, too, looks smilingly on Abel, 

Cairn. t 

Ne'er saw him, and I knoir not if he smiles. 

Luc But yottbMrea«eiilu8 angels. 

Cain. . Kately. 
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Luc, But 

Suffi<;iently to see they love your brother; 
JKa sacrifices are acceptable. 

Cain. 80 be th^! wherefore speak to me of this? 

LuA, Because thou hast thought of tlus ere now. 

Cotn. Andif 

I hant thought, irtiy recall a thought tiuift {hcpmues^ 

08 agitated) — Spirit! 
Here we are in ihif world; speak not of mtne. 
Thou hasC shown me wonden; thou hast shown me those 
Mighty Pre- Adamites who walkM the earth 
Of wUch oun IS the wreck; thou hast pointed out 
Myriads of starry worids» of which our own 
Is the dim and remote compamon, in 
Infinity of life: tiiou hast shown me shadows 
Of that esstence witii the dreaded name 
Which my ore brought us— Death; thou hast shown m« 
But not all: show me where Jehovah dwells. [much 

In hu especial Paradise— or thine: 
Where b It? ' 

Xue. lfisr«^ and o'er all space. 

Cain. But ye 

Have some allotted dwelling— as all things; 
Clay has its earth* and other worlds their tenants; 
Afi temporary breathing creatures their 
Peculiar element; anA things which have 
Long ceased to breathe our breath, have thdrs, thou say^st^ 
And the Jehovah and thyself have thine— 
Te do not dweU together? 

Lue, No^ we reign 

Together; but our dwelfings are asunder. 

Cain. Would there were only one of ye! perchance 
An unity of purpose nught make union 
In elements which seem now jair'd in stonns. 
How came yt, being spirits, wise and infinite. 
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To separate? Arc ye not as brethren in 
Yottr essence, and your nature, and your glory? 
Imc Art thou not Abel's brother? 
Cam. > Vf e are brethren, 

And so we shall remain; but were it not so. 
In spirit like to flesh? can it fall out? 
Infinity with immortalit)'? 
Jarring and turning space to misety-*- 
For what? 
Luc. To reign. 

Cain. Did ye not tell ts\e that 

Ye are both, eternal? 
Lue. Yea! 

Cain, And "what I have seen. 

Yon bhie immensity, is boundless? . 
Zate^ Ay. 

Cain. And cannot ye both reign then?— is there not 
£nimgfa?-~wfay should ye differ? 
Lue. We both reign. 

Cain, But ene of you makes evil. 
Luc ' Which? 

Cain, Thou, for 

If thoa canst do man good, wliy dost tbou not? 

Lu^. And why not he who made? /made ye pot; 
Ye are Ats creatures, and not mine. 

Cain. Then leave us 

ffit creatures, as tiiou say'st we are,, or show me 
Thy dwetting, or his dwelling. 

Lue. I could show thee 

Both; but the time will come thou shalt see one 
Of them for erermore. 
Cain. And why not now? 

Lue. Thy human mind hath scarcely grasp to gather 
The litde I have shown thee into calm 
Hnd clear thought; and ihou wouldt^t go on aspiring 
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I 

To the great double mysteries! the two PrindpUti- 
And gaze upon them on their secret thrones! 
Dust! limit thy ambition; for to see 
Either of these, would be for thee to peiish! 

Cain. And kt me peri^ so I see them! 

Luc. There 

The son of her who snatch'd the apple spake? 
But thou wouldst only perish, and not see them; 
That sight is for the other state. * 

Cain. Of death? 

Luc. That is ^e prelude. 

Cain. *Then I dread it less* 

Now that I know it l^ads to something definite. ' 

Luc, And now I will cbnvey thee to thy world. 
Where thou shalt multiply the tace of .Adam, 
Bat, drink, toil, tremble, laugh, weep, sleep, and ^. 

Cain* And to what end have I beheld these things 
Wluch thou hast shown me? 

Luc. Didst Ihou not require 

Knowledge? And have I not, in what I slvMir'4» - *;< 
Taught thee to know thyself ? ' ; 

Cam, Alas! I seem 

Nothing. ^ 

Luc. And this should be the human smn 
Of knowledge, to know mortal nature's notl^u^gnctss; 
Bequeatin that science to thy children, and 
'Twin spare them mtmy tortures. 

Cain. Haughty iipiril^ 

Thou speak'st it proudly ; but thyself, though proiii|» 
Hast a superior. 

Luc. " No! By heaven, which Hq 

. Holds, and the abyss, and the immensity 
Of worlds and life, which I hold with hiiA— *No! 
I have a victor— true; but no supeaor. 
homage "he h«9 i:oiBL sdl-^but aone &9in me: 
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I battle it against him, ms I battled 

In highest heaven. Through all eternity^ 

And the unfathomable gulfs of Hadea, 

And the interminable reabns of apace» 

And the infinity of endless ages, 

All, all, will I dispute! And world by world* 

And star by star, and universe by universe 

Shall tremble in the balance, till tlie great 

Conflict sliall cease, if ever it shall cease, 

Which it ne'er shall till he or I be quench'd! 

And what can quench our immortality, 

Our mutual and irrevocable hate? 

He as a conqueror will call the conquered 

Evil; but what will be the good he gives} 

Were I the victor, hia works would be fleein'd 

The" only evil ones. And you, ye new 

And scarce-born mortal^ what have been his gifts 

To yott«lready in your little world? 

Cain. But few;, and some of those but bitter. 

-Cue. Back 

With ine, then, to thine earth, and try tlie mt 
Of his celestial boons to ye and yours* 
Evil and good are things in their own essence. 
And not made good or evil by the givevi 
Bat if he gives you good-^so call hini if 
Evil springs from him do not name it mine. 
Till ye know better its true fount; and judge 
Kot by'woids, though of spints, but the fruits 
Of your exiitence, such as it must be. 
One good gift has the fatal apple given-^ 
Your reatonc let it net be over sway'd 
By tyi&nnous threats to force you into futh 
'Gidnst all external sense and inward feeling: 
Think and endure,-^and form an inner world 
In your own bosom-^whf re the outw«d laili; 
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So shall you nearer be the gpirttaal 
Nature, and war triumphant with your own. 

[They discgifpear. 



ACT jn.— SCENE I. 
TVit earth near Eden, a» in Ad L 
Enter Cain and Adah, 

Adah, Hush! tread sofUy, Cain. 

Cain. I will; but wbeiefere^ 

Adah. Our little Enoch sleeps upon yon bed 
Of leaves, beneath the cypress. 

Cain. Cypress! His 

A gloomy tre^, which looks as if it moiim'd 
O'er what it shadows; wherefore didst thou choose it 
For our child's canopy? 

Adixh. Because its branches 

Shut out the- sun fike night, and therefore seem'd ' 
Fitting to shadow shimber. 

Cain. ' Ay, the last-^ ' 

And longest; but no matter— lead me to him. 

[ Thtygb up to the ekild. 
How lovely he appears! his little cheeks, 
In theik* pure incarnation, vying with 
The rose leaves strewn beneath them. ' 

Adah. . And his lips too^ 

How beautifully parted! No; you shall not 
Kiss him, at least not now: he will awake soon— 
His faqur of mid-day rest is nearly over; 
But it were pity to disturb him till 
'Tis closed. 
Cain. ' YoQ have satd well; I \^^eofrtMn 
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My heart till then. He smiles, and sleeps!««Sleep on 
And smile, fhou little, young inheritor 
Of a world scarce less young: sleep on, and smile! 
I'hine are the hours and days when both are cheering 
And innocent! /Ami hast not phick'd the fhiit — 
Thou know'st not thou TOt naked! Must the time 
Come thou shalt be 'kmerced ^r sins unknown, 
"Which were not thine nor mine? But now sleep on! 
His cheeks are reddemng: into deeper smiles, 
And shining lids are trembling o'er his long 
leashes, dark as the cypress which waves o'er them; 
Half open Irom beneath them tlie clear blue 
Laughs out, although in dumber. He must dream-- 
Of what? Of Paradise!— Ay! dream <f it, ♦ 
My disinherited boy! 'Tis but a dream; 
For never more thyself, thy sons, n»r fathers, 
Shall walk in that forl^idden place of joy! 

Jldtdt. Dear Cain! Nay, do not whisper o'er our soq 
Such melancholy yearnings o'er the past: 
Why wilt thou always mourn for Paradise? 
Can we not make another? 

Cain. Where? 

^dah. Here, or 

Where'er thou wilt: where'er thou art, I feel not * 
The want of this so much regretted Eden. 
Have I not theier, our boy, our sire, and brother, 
And ZiUah— our sweet sister, and our Rve, 
To whom we owe so much besides our birthi 
Cain' Yes— death, too, is amongst the debts we owe her. 
JdoA. Cain! that proud spirit, who withdrew thee hence. 
Hath sadden'd thine still deeper. I had hoped 
The promised wonders Wluch thou hast beheld. 
Visions, thou say'st, of past and present woijds, 
Would have composed ^y mind into the cahn 
Of a contei^ted knowledge; but I see 
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Thy guide hath done thee evil: stilt I thank him. 
And can forgive him all, that he so soon 
Hath given thee back to us. 
Coin. So soon? 

JIdaL 'Tisscareely 

Two bQQn since ye departed: two long hdvaa 
To me, but only hourg upon the sun. < 

Cah^^, And yet I hare approach'd that sun, and seea 
'W'orlds whi^ch he once shown op^ and neT«r more 
Shall ITj^'t; a^^d v^orlds be o^verlit: methought 
Years haci'roU'^ o'ermy ad}sence;> 

.Adah, HttPdly hovfs. 

Cuinf The mind then hath capacity of time. 
And measures it by that which it beholds, 
Pleasiiigor painful; littifc or almighty. 
1 had- beheld the imrnemorial Works 
Of endless beiiigs; skirr'd extinguisb'd worlds; 
An^ gazing on eternity, methought 
I had borrowM more by a few drops of ages 
, From its immensity; but now I feel 
My littleness again. Well said the ^irit,' 
That I was* nothing! 

Jldah, Wfaeitefore said he so? 

Jehovah said not that. 

Cain. No: Ac contents him 

With making us the nothing which we are; 
And after flattering dust with glimpses of 
Eden and immortality, resolves 
It back to dust again — ^for what? 

^dah, Thouknow'st — 

Even for our parent's error^ 

Cain. ' What is that 

To us? they sinn'd, then let them-6ie\ 

Jtdah. Thou hast not spoken well, nor is that &oilght 
Thy own, but of the spirit who was with thee. 
Would /could die for tbemy so the^ might live! 
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Cain. Why, so say I— provided tliat one victim 
Might satiate tlie insatiate of life. 
And that our little rosy sleeper there 
Might never taste of death nor human soirow, 
Xor hand it down to those who spring from hhn. ' 
' JStdah. How know we that some such atonement one 
May not redeem otlr race? [day 

Cain. By aacriiidng 

The harmless for the guilty? what Atonement 
Were there? why, loe ate umocent: what have we . 
Pone^ that we most be vietimt for a deed 
Before our birth, or need have victhm to 
Atone for this mysterious, namelesB sin— 
If it be such a sin to seek for knowledge? 

Adah. Alasl thou sihnest now, my Cain; thy woida 
Sound mipious in mine ears. 

Cain. Then leave me! 

Adah. Never, 

Though thy God left thee. 

Cain. 5ay, what have we here? 

Adah. Two altars which our brother Abel made 
During thihe absence, whereupon to oflfer 
A sacrifice to God oh thy retimi. 

Cain. And how knew Ae, that /would be so ready 
With the burnt offerings, which he daily brings 
With a meek brow, whose base humility 
Shows more of fear than worship, as a bribe • 
To the Creator? 

Adah. Surely, 'tis well done. . 

Cain. One alfnr may suffice; /have. no offering. 

Adah. The fimits of the earth, the eariy, beantifol 
Blossom and bud* and bloom of flowers, and fnut^ 
Hiese are a goodly offering to the Lord, 
Given with a gentle and a contrite spirit. 
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Cam, I have toil'd, and tiU'd, and sweaten in the sun 
According to the curse: — must I do moref 
For what should I be gentle? for a war 
With all the element^ ere thef will yield 
The bread we eat^ For what must I be grateful^ 
For being dvust^ and groreling in the dust. 
Till I return to dust? If I am noUiin^— 
For nothing shall I be an hypocrite. 
And seem well-pleased with pain? For what should 1 
Be coi^trite? for my Other's sin, alseady 
Expiate with what we all have andergoaei 
And to be more than expiated by 
The ages propheued, upon our seed« 
little deems our young blooming sleeper,. there« 
The g^erms of an eternal raiseiy 
To myriads is within him! better ^twere 
1 snatch'd him in his rieep» and dash'd him 'gainst 

The rodu^ than let him live to 

Adah. Oh, my God! 

Touch not the child— my child! thtf child! Oh C^^n! 
' CaUh Fear not! for aU the stars, and aU the power 
Which sways them, I would not accost yon infant 
With ruder greeting than a father's Icias. 
Jideh, Then why so awful in Ihy spee^ 
Cain. I said, 

^Twere better that he eeafted to Mye, tiuui give 
Life to so much of sORoiir as he must 
Endure, and» harder still, bequeath: but^inoe 
That sa^ng jars yott» let us only say — 
'Twere better that he never had be^ ben. 

Mah. Oh, do not sa^ sol Where were Hiea the joy% 
The motherH joys of wsitchtfig,' nourishing^ 
And loTing him? S <^l he awihlBes. Sweet E^och! 
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Oh Cain! look on hioi: see how full of life. 
Of strength, of bloom, of beauty, and of joy, 
l|ow like to me — how like to thee, wl^n gentle. 
For then we are all alike; is't not so, Cain^ 
Mother, and aire, and aon, oar features are 
Reflected in each other; as they^are- 
In the clear waters, when they are genikf and 
M'ben tluiu art gentle. Love us, then, my Cain! 
And love thyself for our sakea, for we love thee. 
Look! how he laughs and stretches out bis arms^ 
And opens wide his blue eyes upon thine. 
To hail his father; while his little form 
Flutters as wing'd with jo3% Talk not of painl 
The childless cherubs well ttiigbt envy thee 
The pleasures of a parent! Bless htm, Cain! 
As yet he hath no words to thank thee, but 
His heart will, and tttine own too. 

Cam* Blew tiiee, bqy! 

If that a mortal blessing, may avail thee^ 
To save thee from &e serpent's curse! 

Adah. Itehall 

Surely a ikther's bWwing.may avert 
A reptile's smblAety . 

Cam, Of that I doubt; 

But bless him ne'er th|» less. 

Adah, Our brothericomtsu 

Cam, Tlqr brother Abel. 

Enter Jbel, 

Mel. Welcome; Cain! Hy brother. 

The peace of God be on thee! 

Cain, Abel, hail! 

Jibel Our sister tells me that thou hast been wandering. 
In high communion with a spirit, far 
Beyond our wonted range. Was he of those 
We have seen and spoken wkh, Uk^ to our ftther? 
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Cain. No« 

JibeL Why then commiine with him? he may be 

▲ foe to the Moat High. 

Cam. And Inend to nan. 

Uas the Host High been so— if ao yo^ term him? 
. JbeL Tarm kimf your vovda are Atange to-day, wf 
My nster Adah, leave OS fior a vhile-^ - [brotb^. 

We mean to mcrifice. 

Jidak. FtteweD, my Cain; 

But first embiaoe thy pon. May Ins soft spirit. 
And Abel's pious ministry^ lecall thee 
To peace and holiness! 

[Exit Adah, tritkketehikL 

£beL Where hast thou been! - 

Com. I know not. 

JbeL Nor what thou halt seen? 

Cain. The dead. 

The immortal, the unbounded, the omnii;>otent. 
The oyerpowefing mjrsteries of space— ^ 
The innumerable worlds that were and sre — 
A whiilwind of such overwhelming things, 
Suns, moons, and earths, upon their load-voioed sphere 
Singing in thunder round me, as have made me 
Unfit for mortal converse: leave me, Abel. 

Jibd, Thine eyesare- flashing with unnatnnd light • 
Thy cheek 4s flnsh'd with an unnatural hu^ — 
Thy words are fraught with an minatin»l soiufd 
What may this mean? 

Com. It means ^I pray thee, leave me. 

JbeL Not tiU we have pray'd and sacrificed together. 

Cain. Abel, I pray thee, sacrifice alone 
Jehovah loves thee well. 

JbeL Bath well, I hope. 

Cain, But tiiee the better: I care not for that{ 
Thou ait fitter for his Wossbip than I %pB: 
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Revere him, thien«*-but let it be aloue-^ 

At least, without me. ' v 

A6el, Brother, I should ill 

Deserve the name of our great ^tfaer** son, « 
If as my elder 1 revered thee not. 
And in the worship of our God call'd not 
On thee to join me, 4uid precede me in 
Our priesthood — 'tis thy place. 

Cam. But I have ne'er 

Assented it. 

Jlbei. The more my g^«f; I pray thc» 

To do so now; thy soul seems labouring in 
Some strong delusion; it will calm thee. 

Cain. Nos 

Nothing can calm me more. Cidm/ say I? Never 
Knew 1 what calm was in the soul, although 
I have seen the elements still'd. My Abel» leanre mel 
Or let me leaye thee to thy piou9 pun>99Qi . 

jSM. Neither; we mu^t perform our task together. 
Spurn me n^t 

Cain. i£ it muit be so weU, then, 

^hat shall I do? 

Mel. Choose one of those two altars. 

Cain. Choose ibr me: they to m^ ^ure an (k> much turf 
And stone. 

Jbei. Choo^ thou! 

Cain. I have chfMent . ^ 

Abel. 'Tis the h%hM^ 

And suits thee» as the elder. Now pcepsare 
Tliine offerings. 

Cain, ¥^ere are thine? 

Jiiel. Behold them hfiie-<-f' 

The firstlings of the flock, and fat thereof-^ 
A shepherd's humble oi«n»g< 

Cain, I have no floiQkil 
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I iBiatillerol'tbegToaiidyaiidmiist 
Tteld whit H^yieldeth to my toilAiU fimit: 

[Ht gathtnfitttis^ 
Behold them m their tumos hloaiii sad ripeness. 

[T1ie^dnniktirmitan,amdkmdkajlameitp4inikem, 
• Md. My brother, as the elder, offer first - 
lliy prayer and tfaftakagivioi^ with aanaifice. 

Cmm* No — I am new to this; lead thou die way. 
And I wiUfbUow— as I ni|y. 

Mdiktuding.) Oh God! 

Who made «i,'and who breathed the breath of life 
Within our nostrilsy who hath blessed ua^ 
And spared, despite our fiithei^s sin, to make 
His children sll lost, as they m^;ht have been. 
Had not thy justice been so tempered with 
The mercy which is thy delight, as to 
Accord a pardon like a Paradise, 
Compaied with oiir greatcrimes: — Sole Lord of light! 
Of good, and gloiy, and etemi^; 
Without whom all were evil, and with whom 
NothijQg can eir, except to some good end 
Of tlune omnipotent benevolence — 
bscrutablej but still to be lulfill'd — 
Accept from out thy humble first of shepherd's 
First of the first4>om flocks---an offering. 
In itself nothing— as what offering can be 
Aught unto thee?-4>ut yet accept it for 
The thaqksgiving of him who spreads it in 
The fiice of thy high heaven, bowing his own 
Even to the dust, of which he is," in honour 
Of thee, and of thy name^ for ever more! 

Cam {tiandUng erect during this speech.) Spirit* whatever 
or whosoe'er thou art, 
Onuupotent; it may be--and, if good. 
Shown i^ ftie exemption of thy deeds from evil; 
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Jehovah apon earth! and Gdd in heaven! 

Mid it may be with other names, because 

Thi^e attributes seem many, as thy works: — 

If thou must be propitiated with prayersj 

Take them! If thou must be induced with altars^ 

And soften'd with a'^sacrifice, receive them! 

Two beings here erect tj^em unto thee. 

If thou lov'st blood, the shepherd's shrine, which smokes 

On my right-hand, hath shed it for thy service 

In the first of his flock, whose limbs now reek 

Li sanguinary incense to thy skies; 

Or if the sweet and blooming fruits of earth. 

And milder seasons, whibh the unstaln'd turf 

I spread them on how offers in the face 

Of the broad sun which ripen'd them, may seem 

Goqd to thee, ihasmuch a» they have not 

Soffer'd in limb or life, and rather form 

A sample of thy works, than supplication 

To k>ok on ours! If a shrine without victim. 

And altar without gore* may win thy favour, 

Look^ on it! and for him who dresseth it. 

He is— such as thou mad'st him; and seeks nothing 

"Which must be won by kneeling: if he's evil. 

Strike him! thou art omnipotent, and may'st,-»^ 

For what can he oppose! If he be good. 

Strike him, or spare him, as thou wilt! since all 

Bests upon thee; and good^d evil seem 

To have bo power themselves, save in thy will| 

And whether that be good or ill I know not. 

Not being omnipotent, nor fit to Judge 

Ouuiipotence^ but merely to endure 

Its mandate; which thus far I have endured. 

The Jure upon tJie altar of Jhel kindUa into a column of 
. ihebriffhtettjlain^f and ascends to Jiea/ven,- while 
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a whirlwind throws down the allar of Cauif and 
§caUer8 the fruits abroad upon the taHh, 
Jbel {kneeling,) Oh, brother, pray! Jehovah's wroth 

with thee! 
Cain. Why so? 

jibeL Thy fruits are scattered on the earth. 

Cain, From 6arth they catne, to ea^ let them return; 
Their seed will bear fresh fruit there ere the summer; 
Thy burnt flesh-ofF'ring prospers better; see 
How heav'n' licks up the fiames, when thick with bloodf 
Abel, Think not upon my off^ing^s ac<^eptance, *" 

But make another or thihe own before 
It is too late. 

Cain, I will build no more alfara. 

Nor suffer any. — 
.i26e/(rMtnt^.) Caift! what meanest thoiif 
Cain, To cait down yon vile flafC*rer of* the doud)^ 
The smoky harbinger of thy dull phiy'rs— 
Thine altar, with its blood <^ lambs aud'kids. 
Which fed on' milk, to be ' destroyed in blood. 
JSbel (oppo$ing Mm,) Thou shalt hot:— add noi impious' 
works to impious 
Words! let thkt altar stand— -'tis hallowM now' 
By the immortal t>leasure of Jehovahl^ 
In his acceptance of the victiSiki^; . 

Cam. . , ^' 

Mapleantre/ vrhaiwiik his hijg^h pleasure in 
The fumes hf scorcliihg flesh and smoking bloo^^ 
To the pain ofthehledtihl^ mothers, which 
Still yearn for &eir ilead offspring or the pangk 
Of the sad ignorant vidims undenieath 
Thy pious kiaSit Give wiayt this bloody reeord 
Shall not stBind in the sun, to shame creatioiit 

Mel, Brother, give back! l&iMi shah hot tcNiclitay alAr 
With violeafie: if that thou wih adi^ i«y 
To tiy Midtiier s^Mrita^ ^ thme, 
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Cain, Another saccifice! Give way, or else 
That sacrifice may be——* 

jibeh What meanest thou? 

Caiih Give— 

C^ve way!-i»thy God loves blood!— then look to it^— 
C^ve way, ere he hath mord/ 

Jbeir In his great name 

I stand between thee and the shrine which hath 
Had hi* acceptance* 

Cain. If thou lov'st thyself. 

Stand baqk till I have alfe w'd this turf alon^ 
Its Asitive soil:<-^lse— 

jiBel (opponmg him,) I lovte];God f^ more 
Than life. 

Caitt {sinking him with a brand on the iempUSf whiph he 
gnaieheafrom Ht altar,) 
Then take thy life unto tliy God, 
Since he lo^es^ lives. 

Md ( fidb.) What hast thou done, my brother? 

Cain, Brother! 

JibeL Oh God! receive thy servaaf^ and 

For^ve his slayer, for he knew not what 
He did.— Cain, give me— give me thy hand; and tell 
Poor ZiOah-- 

(hun (after a momenfs Hii^faction.) Myhandl 'tis all 
Yed| and with— 
What? 

[Ji hngpaiu8e,'^Loohing ehwly canmnd. 
Where am I? alone! Where's Abel? where 
Ciun? Can it be that I am he? My brother. 
Awake!— why liest thou so on the green earth? 
'Tis not the hour of shiraber:— why so pale? 
What hast ^loul-^ — ^thou wert full of life this morn! 
Abel! I pray thee^ mock me not! I smote , 
Too fiercely, but not iatally* Ah, why 
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Would'stthou oppose me? This *is mockery; 

And only done to daunt me:-^'twa8 a blow— 

And but a blow. Stir— stir— na^ only stir! 

Why, so^-that'sweU!— thou breath 'st! brea^e upon me! 

Oh God! Oh, God! 

Abel {very faintly,) What ^s he who speaks of God? 

Caiin. Thy murderer. 

Mel. Then may God forgive him! Cain 

Comfort poor Zillah;— she has but one brother 
Now. IJbeldies. 

Cain. And I none!~»Who makes me brolherless? 
His eyes are <^en! then he is not dead! ^ 
Death is like sleep; and sleep shuts down our lids. 
His lips, too, are apart; why then he breathes! 
And yet I feel it not.— His heart!— his heart!— 
Let me see, doth it beat?— methinks— No!— no! 
This is a vision, else I am become 
The native of another and worse world. 
The earth swims round me! — what is this? — 'tis wet; 

[Puis his hand Ut his brow, and then looks fit fi^ 
And yet there are no dews! *Tis blood — my blood— 
My brother's and my own; and shed by me! 
Then what have I further to do with life. 
Since I have taken life from my own flesh? 
But he cannot be dead!— Is ^lence death? 
No; he will wake; then let me watch by him. 
Life cannot be so slight as to be quenched 
Thus quickly! — ^Ke hath spoken to me since— »■ 
What shall I say to him? — My brother! — ^No- 
He will not answer to that name; for brethren 
Smite not each other. Yet — ^yet — speak to nic. 
Qh! for a word more of that gentle voice. 
That I may bear to hear my own again! 

Enter Zillah. 

Zillah. I heard a heavy soond: what^can it be? 
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Tis Cain; and watching by my husband. IVhat 
Dost thou there, brother? Doth he sleep? Oh! heav'n! 
What means this paleness, and yon stream? — ^No! no! 
It is not blood; for who would shed his blood? 
Abel! what's this? — who hath done this? He moves not; 
He breathes not: and his hands drop down from mine 
With stony Hfelessness! Ah! cruel Cain! 
Why cam'st thou not in time to save him from 
This violence? Whatever bath assail'd him. 
Thou wert the stranger, and should'st have stepp'd in 
Between him and aggression! Father! — Eve! — 
Ad^!— come Ibther! Death b in the world! 

[Exit Zallahj caUing on kerparentat ^e. 
' Cain (aoku,) And who hath brought him there? — I who 
The aame of death so deeply, that the thought [abhor 
^mpcnsonM all my life, before I knew 
Bisaspeet-J have led him here, and giv'n 
My brother to his cold and still embrace. 
As il he would not have asserted his 
IneoBorable daim without my sdd. 
I am awidce at last— a dreary dream 
lisd madden'd m«; but he shall ne'er awake! 
Enter Jdam, Eve, Mah» and ZiUa^- 
Jdam. A voice of wo from ZiUah brings me here-- 
What do I see,?— 'Tb true!— my son!— my son! 
Womaoy behold the stent's work, and thine! 

iToEve, 

Ev^. Oh! qpesk not oHt now: the seipent's fangs 
Are in aqr heart. My best belqved, Ahel! 
Jehovah! thb b punishment beyond 
Amotb«9^s nn to take kim f^ me? 

Jdam, Who, 

Or whafthaHi donetbb deed?-- speal;, Cain, since thou 
Wert jMBcaeiiti ww it some more bpstije 9Xigel, 
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Adam, I cune him not: \as spirit be his curse. 
Come ZiUah! 

ZUlah, I must watch my husband's corse* 

Adam, We will return a^n when he is gone. 
Who hath provided for us this dread office.' • 

Come, ZiUah! 

Zillah. ■ Yet one kiss on yon pale clay, . 
And those Hpg once so warm — ^my heart! my heart! 

[Exeunt Adam and Zillah toe^ing. 

Adah, Cain! thou hast heard we must go forth. I am 
80 shall our children be. I will bear Enochs (readj^. 

And you his sister. Ere the sun declines 
IjCt us depart, nor walk the wildemeps 
Under the cloud of night. — ^Nay, speak to me, 
To me — thine own. 

Cain, Lej^ve mc! 

Adah. Why aH h^ve left thee. 

Cain. And wherefore lingerest thou? Dost thou not fear 
To dwell with one who hath done this? 

Adah. I fear • 

Nothing eypept to leave thee, much as I 
Shrink from the deed which leaves thee brotherle^B. 
1 must not speak of this— ^it is between thee . 
And the great God. 

A Pbice from iffithin exclainu, 
Cainl Cadn! 

Adah, Hear'st thou that voice? 

7%c Voice tmihin, 
Cain! Caint 

Adah» It soundeth like an angel's tone. 
Mnier the Angel of the Lord, 
Angel. Where is tty brother Abel? 

Cain. Amlthe'n 

My brother's )peeper? 

JlugeL ' ' Caii)! what h»t^ ^o}^ d^^F. 
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The voice of thy slain brother's blood cafies oixt» 
Even from the ground, unto the Lord!— Now art thou 
Cursed from the earth, which open'd.late her mouth 
"^o Y&ink thy brother's blood from thy rash hand. 
Henceforth, when thou idialt till the ground, it shall not 
Tield thee her strength; a fugitive shalt thou 
Be from this day, and vagabond on earthf 

^^fiah. This punishment is more than he can bear. 
Behold, thou drivest him from the fiice of eartl^ 
And from the face of God shall he be hid. 
A nljfitive and vagabond on earth, 
*TwiH c<mie to pass, that whoso findeth hon 
Shatl slay -him. 

Cain, * Would they could! but who are they 
Shall ahf me? where are thes» on the lone ^arth 
As yet unj^eopled?. 

'Sngel Thou hast slain fhy brqjther. 

And who shall warrant thee agfsdnst thy son? 

Mik. Angel of Light! be merciful, nor say 
That this poor aching breast now nouridies 
A mufderer iij my boy, and of his fftther. 

Af^el Then he would but be what his father is* 
Did not the milk of Eve ^ive nutriment 
To him thou now s^'st so besmear'd with blood? 
The fratricide might well engender parricides.-* 
But it shall not be so — ^The Lord thy God 
And mine commandeth me to set his seal 
On Cain, ao that he may go forth in safety. 
Who slayeth Cain, a sevenfold vengeance shall 
Be taken on his head* Come hither! 

Cain, What 

Would'st thou wijth me? 

fAngj^l To mark upon thy brow 

Kxemptiopi from such deeds as thou ha3t do^e.. 

Cflia. No, kt me die! ^- 
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Angd. It must not be. 

,[7%e Angel sets the mark oti Cain's brou? 

Cain, It burns 

My brow, but nought to that which is within it . ^ 
Is there more? let me meet it |is I may. [womb. 

Angel. Stern hast tliou been and stubborn from tho 
As the ffrottnd thou must henceforth till; but he . 
Thou slew^t was gentle as the flocks he tended. 

Cain. After the Ifall too soon was I begotten; 
Ere yet niy motlier^s mind subsided from 
The serpent, aod my sire still mourn'd for Bden. • ..- 
That which I am, I am^ I did not seek 
For life, nor <£d I make myself; but eould I «. 

Yfiih. my own death redeem him from the 4^st— 
And why not so? let him return to-day^ 
And I fie gastiy! so shall be restored ; * 

By God the j^fe to ^m he loved: and taken 
From rae a l^eihg I ne'er loved to bear. 

AngeL Who shall heal murder? what is done is done. 
Go for^! fulfil thy days! and be thy deeds 
Unlike t^ M/ [JTie Angel tUst^ppean, 

Adah, p^'s {[one, let us go farth; 

I hear our little Enoc^ cry within 
Our bower. 

Cain, ^h! jUtt^e ^nows he what he weeps fotL 
And I who have shed blood cannot shed tears} 
But the foiir liters* woi^ld not cleanse ipy souU 
Think'st thou my boy will bear to look on me? 

Adf^, If J. thought that he would not, I would-— 

Cain, (itttefrupting her) l^o. 

No more of l^reiitts: we have had too fhany of them: 
Go to our children; I wiU follow -thee. 

* Tlw ** Anr men^ which flowed ronnd Eden, and oonanj^atly tl» 
only waten wick wKkh Coin wat acqaaioted with upon tin eaiRb. 
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JBLdah. I will not leave thee lonely with the dea^ 
I^et lis depart toother. 

Ca»». Qhitboadead 

And everlasting^ witness! whose luisinking 
Blood darkens earth and heaven! what thoa now art^ 
I luiow not! but if ihou see'st what /am, 
I think thou wilt forgive him, whom his God - 
Can ne^^r forgive, nor his own soul.— Farewell! 
I most not, dare not touch what I hare aade tl^ee. 
I9 who sprung* from the same womb with thee, dnin'4 
^he same breast, clasp'd thee often to my own. 
In fondness brotherly and boyish, I 
Can never meet thee more, nor even date 
To do t^t for thee, which thou shoukl'st have done 
For me— compose thy limbs into their graven— 
The first grave yet dug for mortality. 
But who hath dug that grave? Oh, earthl Oh, earth! 
For all the fruits thou hast render'cf to me, I 
Give thee back this.— Now for the wildcniess. 

[Jdah stocfM doom andhisatithe lody of JUtQ, 

Mak, A dreaipr, and an early doom, my bfother. 
Has been thy lot! Of all who mourn. for thee,. 
I akme mutt not weep. My office is 
Henceforth to dry up tears^ and not to shed thenn 
But^ yet, of all ndio mourn, noae mourn like m% 
Not only for thyself but him who slew thee. 
Now, Gain! I will divide thy burden widi tkee. 

Cm. Eastward fr(Mn Eden will we take ourwtyi 
'lis the most desolate, and it siuta my steps. 

JIdah. Lead! thou sbalt be my guides and may oiir GO^ 
Be thine! Now let us carry forth our children. 

Cam, And he who lieth there waa childless. I 
Have dried the fountain of a gentle race. 
Which ought have graced his recent marriage couch. 
And night have tempered tibis stem bloud uf Hiixke, 
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Uniting wilii our children Abel's ofispring! 
O Abel? 

Addk. Peace be with him! 

Mau But with meA- 
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Id tUs tns^edy it ha* been my Intentioii to foUfiiir the 
aocotmt of Diodorus SlbuliUy reducing it, however, |o quch 
dnmatic regularity as I best could, and tr^nng to am>roach 
the uiuties. I therefore suppose ikn ^(pbelhon to explode 
end succeed in one day by a^uddon con^iracy, instead of 
the long war tf the history. 
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Bauiai^afacvs, King ofj^newk and Jiuyria, &«• 
A^BAQXs, Ike MedewAo hspired to the Throne, 
Bble8S8,*2k Chaideandnd Soothsayer. 
SAXBXsirsSy the Kin^a Brothtr^in-law, 
ALT▲>j^ dn JheyrtQu Officer of the Pa!aee» 
PAmA. 
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Baisa. ^ 

* WOMEN. 

2ABIVA9 ihf Queen, 

MmmiiA, nn Ionian femah Slave, and the foMnuriU of 

SaEDAKA^AXIM. n-r 

Women eompodng th».J3iarem of SABDAirAPAKva, 6uard$t 
^ffUendanUf Chaldean Frieata, MedesyUe* &e> 

Sceiii — eHaU inAe Boyal Palace of Mineyell* 
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Acrr i>-|$c£N6 1. 

^ Hallin tkeJPalace. 

Salemenes (solu^T) He hath .wronged his ^een, but sffl 
he is her lord; 
HeJhafh wrong'd my sister, still he is my brother; 
Be hath wrong'd his people, qtill he is their sovereigiij 
And I must be his friend as well as subject: 
He must not perish thtis. I will not see- 
The blood of Nimrod and Semiramis 
Sink in the ^{ulh, and tliirteen hundred years 
Of «mpbe eliding like a shepherd's tale; 
He jQust be roused, ia his efieii^inate heart 
Th^re is a icareless courage which corruption 
Has not all quench'^d, and latent energies, 
Represt by circumstance, but not destroyed— 
Steeped, but not drown'd, 'in deep voIuptuousnesB 
If bom a peasant, he had been a man 
To have reach'd an empire; to an ^n\pire hfm, 
He will bequeath none; nothing but a name^ 
Wbmh his pons Will not prize ia hexkagej— 
Yet, not all lost, even yet he may redeem 
His sloth and8hame,.bj only being that 
Mluch he should be, as easily as the thing 
He should not be and b. Were it less to! 
To sway his natioBs than consume hiftlifet. 
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To head an anny than to rule a haiemP •- 
He sweats in palling pleasures^dulls his soul. 
And saps his gfoodly strength, in toils whidi ;^ell not 
Hcahh like the chase, nor glory like the war — 
He must be roused. Alas! there is no sound 

[S(nmd of soft mil^ heard from tDlithin. 
To rouse him short of thunder. "H^! the lute, 
Tlie lyre, the timbrdi; the laseivions tmklings 
Of lulling instrumentsi^the sq^dhin^ voices 
Of women, and of beings l^ss than women. 
Must chime in to the echo'.of his revel, *' 

"While the gr^ king of all we knoiT aCearl|i 
Lolls crown'd with roses, and his diadem 
^es negligently by to be caught up 
iBy the first manly hand ^hich dares to snatch it. 
]U>, where they come! already I perceive 
irhe reeking odours of the penfhmed trains. 
And see the brig^ g^ms of the glittering g^ls, « 
Who are- his comrades and his council, flash 
Along the gallery, and amidst the damsels, . 
As femininely garbed, and scarce less female. 
The gnindson of Semirami^, the man-queen. — 
He comes! shall I await him? yes, and fipnt him. 
And teM him what ail good men tell each other. 
Speaking of him and his. They come, the slaves,. 
Led by the monarch subject to his slaves. 

SCENE II. 

£91^ Sardanti^^aku ^emhaUiy dressed^ hia ktad troumed 
with flowers, and his roie negligent^ flowing^ attended 
hy a tram of women andyoung »iai>f». 

8ar. (speaking to some of his attendants,) Let {he pavi- 
lion over the Euphrates 
Be garlanded, and lit, and iumish'd forth 
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For an especial banquet; i^t the hour 
Qf midnight we will sup there: see nought wanting, 
^^ bid the galley be prepared. These is 
A cooling breeze which crisps the broad clear nver: 
We will embark .Anon. Fidr nymphs, who deign 
To share the soft hours of Saidanapalus, 
Well meet again in that the sweetest hour. 
When we shall gather like the stars above us, 
And you will form a heaven as bright as theirs; 
Till then, let esich be mistress of her time. 
And thou, my own Ionian Myrrha, choose. 
Wilt thou along with them or me? # 
•W^ My lord<<— — 

Sar. My lord, my life! why answerest thou so coldly? 
It is the curse of kuigs to be so answered. 
Rule thy owiUiours, thou mlest mine — say, wouldst thou 
Accompftny our guests, or cluirm away 
The momeRta from me? 

-%»•• The king^s choice is mine. 

8ar. I pvay thee say not so: my chiefest joy 
Is to contribute to thine every wish* 
I do not dare to breathe my own denre. 
Lest It should clash with thine; for thou art stiH 
Too prompt to sacrifice thy thoughts for others. 

Myr, I would remain: I have no happiness 
Save in beholibig thine; yet—-- * 

Sar. Yet! what tet? 

Thy <>wn sweet win shall be the only barrier^ 
Which ever rises betwixt thee and me. 

Mf^. I think the present is the wonted hour 
Of coitncil) it were better I retire. 

Sal. (eomfis fonvard tmd tayi,) The Toman slave says 
- well, let her retire. 
' Sar, WhoaJi8wen?HowiMMrbfothei^? 

Sai. The queen's brother. 

And your most fidthiy vassal, royal lofd. 
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Sar. (aidnumghiMirmn.) As I have said, let aU dis- 
pose their hoois 
Tin midnight, when again we pay your presence. 

[ The court retiring* 
{To Jfyrrka who U fftmg-) Mjmha? I thought thou 
wouldst renuua. 
Myr. Great king. 

Thou didst not say so. 

Sar. But thou lookedst its 

I know eacli glance of those Ionic eye% 
Which said thou wouldst not leave ms* 

Jifyr. m ^ Sire! your Iwother 

SdL His eam9orf9 brother, minion of Ionia! 
How darest {hum name me and not blush? 

Sar. Not blush! 

Thou hast no mwe eye% thao heart to make her crimson 
Like to the dying day on Caucasus, 
Where sunset tints the snow with rosy shadows. 
And then reproach her with thijie qwn cold blindness 
Which will not see it What^ in tears, my Mynha^ 

Sai. Let them flow 91^ she weeps for more than one^ . 
And is herself the cause of bi|fcerer tears. 
Sar, Cimed be he who caused those tears to flow! 
Std, Curse not thysel^millions do that already. 
Sar. Thou dost foiget thee: ms^e me not remember 
1 am a monarch. ' f 

Sal: Would thou couldst! 

Myr. Myw9ut»go, 

I pray, and thou too, prince, pefout my absence. 

Sar, Sinee H must be so^ and this chur] has check'^ 
Thy gentle spirit, go: but vecoUeet 
That we must Ibsthwitfa meeti I hadnitfaer lose 
An empire than thy presence. 

SaL It may be. 

Thou wilt lose boAi 9aA both for evecf 
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Sar. Brother, 

I can at least command myself, who listen 
To language such as this; yet urge me not 
Beyond my easy nature. 

SaL ^ *Tis beyond 

That easy*, far too easy, idle nature, 
Which I would urge thee. Oh that I could rouse theei 
Thou^ ^were against myself. ^ 

Sar, By the god Baal! 

The man would make^e t^rrant 

&/. 1. So thou art. 

Thinkst thou there is no tyranny but that 
Of Mood and chain?? T\^e despotism of vice— 
The weakness and the wicke^ess of luxury — 
The neglig^ce— the apathy— the evils 
Of senst^l sloth^-prdduce ten tiioisand tyrants, - 
Whose delegated cruelty surpasses 
T^ie worst acts of one enefg^c .master, 
H(|v^er harsh and hard in his owrf beiffii|g; 
The ftlse and fond examples>of thy lusts 
Corrupt no less than they oppress, atid sap 
In the same momeigt all &y 'pageant power 
And those who«I\puld sit^tain it: so that whether 
A ^reigB foe invade, or civil brbil * . 

Distract within, l^oth wiU alike prove Jfttal: 
The nrst thy Subjects have no heart to cpnquer: 
The last U^ey rather would assbt than vanquish. 

8ar, Why what makes thee the moi^th-piece of die 
peofile? '^ *•. "* 

Sal. Fw^veness of the queen, njy slater's wrongs 
A natural love unto my infant nephews; 
Fauth to the king, a iaith he may need shortly, 
In more tharf words: ye|pect for Nimrod's line^ 
Also, another thing thou knowst not, ^ 
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Sar. What*8*thfct? 

SaL To thee an unknown word. 

Sar. Yet speak it. 

J love to leam. > 
So!. Virtue. 

■ 

Sar. Not know tbe word? 

Never was word yet rung so in my ears — 
Worse than the rabhle's shout, or splitting trumpet; 
I've heard thy sister talk of nothin|^ efse. 

Sal, To change the irksome theme» then, hear of vice. 

JSar, From whom? 

Sal JQven from the winds^ if thou couldst lisf^n 
Untathe echoes of the nation's \|oice. 

Sar. Come, I'm indulgent^as thou knOwest, parent 
As thou hast oflen proved— speak out^ what niovea lliee? 

Sal, Thy peril. ^ . » 

Sar. Say on. ' , 

SaL '^^^ ^^^' ^ ^^ ]urtio|)n» 

For the}P are^mai^y, wh6m thy father left 
In heritage, are loud in wmthAgiunst thee^ 

Sar, 'Gainst n^ef What woulfl the slaves? 

Sal. " " A king. 

Sar. And what 

Am I t^en? * 

Sal, In theirjcyes a nothing; but 

In mine-a >man who might be something stilh 

Sar, "fhe railing drunkards! why, what would tiiey have? 
Have they not peace and plenty? '^ "^ * . 

Sal. '\ * . ■ Of the first, * - 

More than is glorious.' of the last, far less 
Than the king recks of. ' ' 

Sar, Whose then is the cryne; 

But the false satraps^ who provide^no better?)^ 

Sal, And somewhat in the monarch who ne'tiir looks 
Beyotid his palace waUS| or if he stint « 
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Beyond theiii» 'tis but to some mountain ptlace^ 
Till summer heats wear dowu. O glorious Baal! 
Who built up this vast empire, and wert madie 
A god, or at the least shnieth like a god 
Through the loi^ centuiies of thy renown. 
This, thy presumed descendant, ne'er beheld 
Asking the kingdoms thou didst leave as hero^ 
Won with thy bloody and toil, and time* and peril! 
For whatf to ftinii9h imposts tor a revel. 
Or multiplied exoitioiBS ^ a minion. 
*< Sar, I understanc^ee-^hou wouldst have me gcT 
Fbrth as R conqueror. By all the stars 
Which the ChfLl<lean8 .read! ' the restless daves 
Deserve that I should curse them with their wishes. 
And lead them forth to glory. 

Sal. Wherefore not? 

SeminmrnK-a woman only—led 
These our Assyrians to tiie solar ^ores 
Of Gang«8. * 

ftar, ^Itsmosttme. And Aoto retuntM? 

8al» Why, like a man-r^ hero; bafflej^ but 
Not vanquished. Wkh but twenty guards, |^e ^lade 
Good her retreat to Bractria. 

Sar. ' 'And how many 

JUeft s|ie beiund in India to^e vultures? 

ikiL 40uf annals say not. 

Sar. T^enlwillsayfmrtiiem'- 

That she had better woven within her palace 
Some twenty garments, Ihan^ith twenty guards 
Havf fled to Bractria, leaving to Hie ranwns. 
And wolves, and men-;*the flereier of the three. 
Her mynada of fond subjects. Is thk glory? 
Then let me live in ignominy ewt. 

Sal AU warlike v^ia^hm^ not (be aame fate, 
ft^ainumsy the glorioua pavent of . 
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A hundred kings, although she failM in India, 
Brought Persia, Media, Bactria, to the reahn 
Which she once 8way'd*-and thou mightst sway. 

Sar, I stoay them*— 

She but subdued them. 

Sai. It may l^e ere long 

That they will need her sword more than your sceptre^ 

Sar. There was a certain BajOchus, was there not? 
I've heard my Greek girls speak of sifch— they say" 
He waa a g^d, that is, a Grecian god. 
An idol foreign to Assyria's worshi|u 
Who conquer'd this -same goldien rea^ of 'Ihd 
Thou prat'st of, where Semiramis waa vi^quistu'd^ 

Sal. I have heard of such a man; and thoa perceiT'it 
That he b deemed a god for what he did. 

Sar. And in his godahlp I will honour him — 
Not much as nm». What, ho! my ct^bearer! .^ 

Sal. What means the Idng? ^ 

Sar. *To worship your niew goA 

And ancient cpnqneror. Some wine, I say. '\ 

/' Enter Cupbearer, 

Sar. (addressing the Cupbearen) Brings me tlie goldm 
gobletjhick' with gems, « ^ 
Which bears the name oi^Mlbirod's chalice. Hence^ 
Fill full, and bear it quickly. [Exit Cupbearef^ 

''Sal. . Is this moment «« 

A fitting one f<» the resummon of 
Thy yet unslept-off revels? 

Ee.enter Cvpbearer, Vfiih wine. 

Sar. (taking the eup firm Iwn.) Noble kiiiaraan^ 
If these barbarian Greeks of the &r shores 
And skirts of these our realms lie not, this Bacchus 
Conquer'd the whple of IncUa, did he not? 

Sal. He did and thence vas deem'd a deity; 
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Sar, N<rt so;— -of all his conquests a few columns. 
Which may be his, and mig-ht be mine« if I 
Thought them worth purchase and conveyance^ are 
The landmarks of th€ seas of gore he shed, 
The realms he wasted, and the hearts he broke. ' 
But here, here in this goblet is his title 
To immortality—- the immortal grape 
From which he first express'd the sou), and gav^ 
To gladden that of man, as, sofne atonement 
For the victorious mischiefs he had done. 
Had it not been for this, he would h^vebeen 
A mortal still in name as in his graven* 
And, like my. ancestor Seairamts, 
A sort of semi'gloaious human monster. 
Here's that which deified hun— let it now 
Uumaaizethee; my soriy, chiding brother^ • 
Pledge me to the Gree]( god! 

SkJ. For all thy realms 

1 would not 90 blaspheme our countiy^s creed. '• 

Sar» That is to say, thou^nkdth him a hero^ 
That he shed blood hy oceans; an^ no god. 
Because he timi'd a fruit to an enchantment,, 
'Which cheers the sa^ revives the old, inspires 
The young, makes Weariness forifet his toii» 
And Fear her danger; opens a new world 
When this, ^e present, palls. Well, then /pledge thee 
And him as a true man, who did his utmost 
In good OP evil to surprise mankind. [Drinks, 

Sal, Wilt thou resume a revel at this hour? 

Sar, And if I did, 'twere better than a ^ophy. 
Being bought, without a tear. But that 4s not 
My present purpose; since thou wilt not pledge me. 
Continue what thou {deasest 

{To the bupbearer) Boy, retire. 

[Exit Cupbearer: 

VOL. IV. — I 
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Sal. I ii^ouldbut have recall'd thee from thy dream: 
Better by me awaken'd than rebellioQ. 

Sar. Who should rebeL^ or why? wh&t cause? pretext? 
I am the lawful king', descended fi%m 
A race*of kings who kn^v no predecesBojs: 
What have I done, to thee, or to the people. 
That thou shouldst rail, or they zise up agunst me? 

£kl. Of what tbpu ^ast done to me, J speak not. 

Sar. Bot 

Thou think'st that I have wrong^/i the queen; is't not so? 

Sal, Think/ Thoii hast wrong'd heri 

Sar, Patience, prinee, and hear me. 

She has all power and splendour of her station, 
Respect, Ihe tui^kga of Assyria's heini. 
The homage and the app^nisge of sovereignty. 
I married her as ^onaivhs wed— ^fw atete. 
And loved her as most husbaad^love theii' wives. 
If she or thou suppoeeet I could link me 
like a Chaldean peasimt toliis mate, ^ 

Ye knew ner me, nor'monavehi^ nor mankind. 

SaL^ L pray thee, c]|angethe theme; my blood disdains 
Complaint^ and Salemenea' sister seekf not 
Reluctant love even frojm Assyria'alord! 
Kor would she deign \o accept divided pseaienv^ 
Witb foreign tstrumpets and loniaa Ayetf^ 
The qaeen is silent. ^ 

Sar. And why not her brother? 

StU. I only echo thee the voice of .empires. 
Which he who long nieg^ects not long*wMlgovefeQ. 

Sar. The ungrateful and ungracious riaves! theymur* 
Because I havemot shed their blood, nor led them ^ [mur 
'to diy into the desert's dust by myriads. 
Of whiten with their bones th^ bahks of Ganges; 
STor decimated them with savage laws, 
j^or. sweated them. to build up pyranuds. 
Or Babylonian waHs. 
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Sal. Yet these are trophies 

liore worthy of a people and their prince 
Than songs, and lutes, and feasts, and concubmesj 
Andlavish'd treasures, and dBintemned virtues. 

Sar, Op for my trophies I have founded cities: 
There's Tarsus and Anchialus, both built 
In one day — what could that blood-loving beldsjpe^ 
¥y martial grandam, chaste 8 emiramis^ 
Do more, except destroy them? • 

Sai. « 'Tis inost true:* 

I own thy me'rit ih those founded cities, 
Bailt for awMm, recorded with a versfe 
Which shani^s both them and thee to coimng ages. 

Sar. Shame me! By fiaaj, the cities, though well built^ 
Are not more goodly than the verse! Say what 
Thou wilt 'gainst ine, my mode of life or rule. 
But nothing *gpiinst the tnith of that brief record(: 
Why, those few lines contain the history 
Of all things human; heai^-" Sardanapalus 
** The king, and son of Anacyndaraxes, • 
** In one day built Anchialys and X^^i^us. 
" Eat, drink, and love; the rist's not worth afillip."- 

Sal. A worthy moral, and a. Vise iriscriptidh^ 
For a king to put up before his subjects! • 

Sar. Oh, thou wouldst have me doubtless set up edicts — 
" Obey the king— contribute to his treasure— ^ 
** Recruit Kls phalanx — spill your blood at bidding — , 
" Pall down and worship, or get up and toil.** 
Or thus—** Sardanapalus on this spot 
" Slew fifty thousand of^is enemies. . * 
•* These arfe their sepulchres, and this his trophy.? 
I leave such things to conquerors; enough 
For me, if I can make my subjects feel 
The weight of human misery leS€>, and glide 
IJngroahingtothe tomb; 1 take no license 
Which I deny to them. We arc s&l m.eii* 
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SaL Thy sires have been revered as gt>ds< 



Star, /Indt^jt 

And'death, where they are neither gods nor men. 
Talk not of such to me! the wonns are.gods^ 
At least fiiey banqueted upon your goda. 
And died for lack of farther nutriment 
Those gods w^re merely men; loolito their isaue^ 
I feel a thbusand tnortal. things akfout roe» 
But noting godlike, unless it may be 
The thing Which you condemn, a dispo^lMNi 
To love and to be merciful, to pardon * 
The follies of my species, ^nd. (that's huiiMir) 
To be indidgent to my o\^. 

Sai ^Alasl 

The doom of I^eveh is aeal'4.— W o— wo 
To the imrivall'd dty! , 

/^r^ " What ^dost dread? 

SaL Thou art guarded by thy ill»es: in a few houia 
Tlie tempest may break out 'which overwhelms tbee. 
And thine and mipe; and in another day 
Whaf is shaU be the past of Belvui^ lade. 

Sar, What must we dread? * ' 

iSSdi. ' t . Ambitious treaelMiys 

Which has 'wi4r6n'd thee with tnares; but yet 
There is resource: empower me with thy signet 
To quell tiie machinations, and I lay 
The heads of thy T;>iief foes beibre thy feet. 

Sari The head»— how many? 

Sai» Must.! stay to number 

WheA even4faii|e own's in peril? l^et me go; 
Give me thy sig^ei^-trust me with the rest. 

Sar, I will trust no .man with unlimited fives. 
When we take those from tfthers, we nor know 
What we have taken, nor-the thing we give. 

SaL Wouldst :thou not take their Cvos who seek for 
thine? * ■ 
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Sar, That's a hard question.— But I answer Yes. 
Cannot the thing be done withgut? Who are they 
Whom thou sHspectest?-~Let them be arrested. 

Sal. I would thou wouldst not ask me; the next moment 
Will send my answer through thy babbling troop 
Of pau^mcmrs, and thence fly o'er th% palace^ 
£ven to the city, and so baiHe all.— 
Trust me. ♦ 

i&'ffr. Thott knowest'1 have done so ever,' 

Take thou the signet. . [Gives the signet, 

Hal. . 1 "have one njore request. — 

Sar. N»me it, 

Sal. That thou this night forbear the banquet" 
In the pavillion.over the Eupjirates. 

Sar. Forbear the banquet! Not for all the plotters 
That ever shook a' kingdom! Let them come. 
And do their worst: I shall not blench forthemr 
Nor rise the sooner; nor forbear the goblet; 
Nor crown me with a. single rose the less; - 

Nor loose one joyous hour.^-I fear them not. 

.Sal, But thou wouldst arm tiiee, wouldst tliou not, if 
needful? 

Sar. Periiaps. I have the goodliest arnlour, an^ 
A sword of such a temper; and a bow 
And javelin, which hiight furnish Nimrod forth: 
A little heavy, but yet not unwieldly. 
And now I think on*t, 'tis long since I've used them. 
Even in the chase. Hast ever seen them hrothcr? 

Sal. Is this a time for such fantastic trifling?-^ 
If need bei wilt thou wear them? " . * • 

Sar. Wffl I not?- 

Oh! if it must be so, and these rash slaves 
Will not be^ruled with less, fll use' the aword 
Till they shall wish it tum*d into a distaff. 

Sai. They toy, thy sceptre's tujn'd to tint already. 

f 2 
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Sar, That's feUe! bnt let tliem say. so: the old Greeks, 
Of whom our captives often sing*, related 
The sajpe of their chief hfto, Hercides, 
Because he loved a Lyclian *queen: thou seeet 
The populace of all'the nations seize 
Each calumny they c»n to sink their sovereigns. 

^/. . They did not speak thus of thy fathers. 

They dared not. They ware kept to toil and combat 
And never changed their chains but for their armoun 
Now they have peace and pastime^ and the licence 
T^ revel and t^ fail; ft irks me not. 
I would itot give the smile of one lair girl 
•For all the popular breath thw e'fer divided 
A itame from nothing. What are the rank tongues 
Of this vilehei'd, grown^ i^sdlent witli feeding. 
That I shoftdd prize their ndsy praise, or dread 
Theit noisome clamdur? 

^^' . ' J, ' You have ^id th^y are mms 

As such their hearts are somethings 

,^^ 3o my dog's arci 

And bettef, as more feithfuh— but, proceed; 

Thou hast mjr signet:— sincfe they are tumultuous. 

Let them be tempered, yet not roughly, till 

Necessity enforce it. I hate all pain, - 

Given or received; we have enough within us, 

The meanest vassal as the loftie^ monarch, 

Not to add to each pther's natural burthen 

Of mortal midery, but father lessen. 

By mild .re^procal alleviation. 

The fatal penalties imposed on life; 

But this they know not, or they will not know. 
I have, by Baali.done ^ I c^ld to soothe them. 
1 made no wars, I added no new imposts, 
1 int^ere'd not with their civic livefr. 
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I let tliem pass their days as best mi^ht suit them^ 
Passing my, own as suited me. 

SuL Thou stopp'st 

Short of the duties of a king; and therefore 
They say thou art unfit to be a monftich. 

AJbr. They lie.— Unhappily, I am unfit 
To be aught save a monarch: else for me, 
^'he meanest Mede might be the king instead. 

SkiL There is one Mede, at least, who seeks to be so* 

&ir, Wliat mean's! thou? — 'tis thy secret; thou desirest 
Few questions, and I'pi not •£ curious sature!^ 
Take the fitstepsf and, aiKce necessity ^ 

Kequires, I sanction %nd support fhee. Ne'i^r 
Was man who more desired to rule in peace» 
The peacefiil only; i# they rouse me, better • 
'4*hey had conjured up stern Nimrod from his ashes^ 
<< The migjily hunter." I will turA these realms 
To one wide desert chas^ of boites^ who teere. 
But wmild no more, by their own choice be human. 
What they have found me, they belie; that which 
They yet may Undone — sliall defy their wish 
To speak it worse; and let them thank themselves. , 

SaL Then !t)Ou at last canst feel^ 

Sar. f'eel! who feels not 

Ing^titude? 

Sal. I VEill not pause to answer 

With woeds, but deeds. Keep thou awake t&nt energy 
Which sleeps at times, but is not dead within thee, 
And thou mays't yet be glorious in thy rdgn, 
As poweififtl in thy realm. Farewell! 

Sar. (sohu,) Farewell! 

He^s gone; and on his finger bears my ngne% 
Which is to him a sceptre. Heisitcsm 
As I aBi heedless; a|id the slaves deserre 
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Ta feel a master. - What may be the danger^ 

I know not: — he hathi foufid it, let him quell it» 

Must I consume my life — ^this UtUe Ufe-^ 

In gua]:dinp i^inst all may make it 'less? 

It is riot w^nth so much! It were to cUe 

Before my hqpr, to live in dread of death. 

Tracing* revolt* yispecting all ab^ut me. 

Because they are near; and all who are remote, i 

Because they are fti. But if it should be so— 

If they should sweep me off from earth and empire^ 

Why, what^ earttt cfr •mpi>e*<lf the .earth? 

I have lov^X and lived, and mtil^lied>my image;.. 

To die is no less natural \han tiiose-*.* 

Acts of this ck^y! 'Tis true I have not shed 

Blood, as* I might h&ve done, iix oceans, t|H 

My name became the syhonyme of death— 

A terror and a trophy.. ' But fo^ this 

I feel no penitence: my file is love: 

If I must shed blood, it shaQ be by force. . 

Till now, nodiop irom »n Assyrian vein 

Hath ftpw'd for*me, nor hath the smalllbt coin 

Of Nineveh's vast treasures e*er been lavished 

On objects which, could cost her sons a tear: 

If then diey hate me, 'tis because t hate not; 

If they rebel, it is becaiise I oppress not. 

Oh, men! ye must be ruled with a^hes Hot «ceptre% 

And mow'ddown4ike the grass, else aH we reap 

Is rank abimdance^ aild a rotten harvest 

Of discontents infeeling the ftif soU, 

Making a desert.of fertilfty.^ 

I'll tbudc 00 lBore.3 ^Within there, ho! 

JSraer an JUendani. 
Sar. Slave, teB 

The Ionian Mfynfaa wo would crave her px«8«iife. 
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Myrrha enters, 

Sar. [apart to Mtendani.) Away! 
{Jiddresring Myrrha,) Beautiful being! 
Thou dost almost anticipate my heart; 
-It throbbed fi»r thee, and here tliou comest: let me 
Deem that some unknown influence^ some sweet oracle, 
Communicates between ua, though unseen* 
In absence, and attracts us to eaol^ other. 

Myr, There doth. r 

Sar, I know there doth, but not its nam$; 

What is it? 

Myr, In wj native land a yod* 
And in my heart a feeling like a god's^ 
Bxalted; yet I own 'tis only mortal; 
For what I feel is humWe* and yet happy— • 

That isy it would be happy; but — — • 

['Mynrha paus^, 

Sar. There comes. 

For ever something between us and what 
We deei|i our happiness: kt me remove ' 

The batrier which that hesitating accent 
Proclaim^ to thine, and mine is sealed. • 

Myr. , ]Vylofdf— 

Sar, Hy lord-^-my king — ^sire-*-«ovcreign! thus it is-»- 
For ever thys, addrpssi^d uith awe. ' I ne'er 
Can see a smile, unless in Mome broad'banquet^s 
Intoxicating glare, when the buflToon^ 
Have gorged themis^ves up to equality. 
Or I have quaffed me down to their abasement. 
Myrrha, I cpn hear all these things, these names, . ^ * 
liord — ^kJng— sire — ^monarch — nay, tirtle* \^8 I prized 
That is, t suffered them-— from slaves and pobles; [then], 
But when they falter from the hpa I loi^, 
The lips which have been pres^d to mine, a chill 
Comes o'er my heart, a cold sense of the falsehood 
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Of this my station, 'which represses feeling 

In those for whom I have felt most, and makes me 

Wish that I could lay down the dull tiara» 

And share a cMtage on the Caucasus 

With thee, and wear no crowns bat those of flowers* 

Mifr. WouM that we could! 

Sar. And dost Moil feel ^s?— Why? 

Myr. Then thou wouldst know what thou canst never 

,Sar. Andthttis . [know. 

Myr, The tme valuie of a heart; 

At least, a woman's. 

Sar, I have proved a thousand— 

A thousand, and a thousand. 

Myr, Hearts? 

Sar,"^ • I tMnk so* 

Myr, Ndt onei^ the ^me may come thou viay'st. 

Sar. • ' Kwiil. 

Hear, lifyrrha; S^emenes has declaaed-ir 
Or why OE how he hath divined it, Belus, 
Who foun<led our grdat realm, knows*>more than I-*- 
But Salemenes hath decUtred my throne 
In peril. . 

Myr, He did well. 

Sar, Andsay'st ihm so? 

Thod whdm he spum'd so harshly, and now dared 
Drive from'our preiience with Bis savage jeers, 
And ihade ^ee weej> and blush? 

Myr, I«houlddobofb 
More frequently, and he did well to call roe 
Back to my dutj^ But thou lipa^est of peril- 
Peril to thee 

Sar, ' Ay, from dark plots and snares 

From Medes— and*di8c6ntented troops and nations^ 
I know not what — a labvrinth of thing^d — 
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A maze of mUtter'd threats and mysteries: 
Thoii know'st the man-^it In his usual custom. 
But he is honest. Come, w6*ll ilunk no Qior^ on't— * 
But of the midhight festival. 

Mi/r, 'Tis time 

To think of aught save festivals. Thou hast not 
-Spum'd his sage caittions? 

Sar. What?— and dost thou fear? 

Myr. Fear!— I'm a Greek, and hbw ^ould I feUr deaths 
A slave, and wherefore should 1 dread tny freedom? 

Sar. Then wherefore ddftl tliou turn so pale? 

^fyr, • . 1 lovc; 

Sar. And do not I? I love thee far— far more 
Than either the brief life or the wide resibn, 
Which, it may be, are menaced;— yet I blench not. 

Myr. That means thow lovest nor thyself nor mc; ' 
For he who lovea anotl^er loves himsHf, 
Even ibr that other's sake. This ift t5o rash: 
King^ms and lives ate not to be so lost. 

Sar. Lost!— why, ^ho is the aspiring ohi«f who (larotf 
Assume to win then^ 

Myr. Who is he should dread 

To try so much? When he who is their ruler 
Forgets himself, will they rentem^er hini? 

Sar. Myrrha! 

Jtfyr. Frown not upon me: you have smiled 
Too often on mc not to make those frowns 
Bitterer to bear than any punishment 
Which they may augur. ^-King, I am your subject! 
Master, I am your ^ve*f Man I have lov«d you!— 
Loved >'DU, 1 know not by what)ata>weakness,' 
Although a Gieek, atel bom a foe tomonarchs— 
A slave, and hating fetters— an Ionian, 
And, therefore, when I love a stranger, more 
Degraded by that passion ^n by chains! 
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Still I have lored you. If that love were strong • 

Enough to overcome all former nature. 
Shall it not cliUAi the privile^ to save you? 

Sar, Save m^ , my beauty! Thou art voy fiur^ 
And what [ seek of thee is love-~not safety. 

Myr. And without love where dwells seeun^.^ 

Sar, I speak of woman's love. \ 

Mtfr, The very first 

Of human life must sprii^ from woman's breast. 
Your first sma1| ^ords are taught you from her lipf^ 
Your first tears quench'd by hfer, and your last sigb» 
1*00 often breathed out in a woman's^hearing, 
When men haver shrmik from the ignoble care 
Of watching the last hour of Inm who led them. 

Sar. My eloquent Ionian! thou speaks musii^ 
The very diorus of the tragic sortg 
I ha^e beard thee tklk of as the fiivouiite pntime 
Of thy fkr father-lsflid. Nay, weep not— -calm thee» 

Myr. I weep not.-^at I pray thee, do not spea|c 
About my fathers or their land. * ^ 

Sar, Yet oft 

Thou speakest of them. 

Myr, Tme^-true: constant though 

Will overflow in wdrds unbonsciously; 
But when another speaks of Greece, it wounds me« 

Soar, Well^ then, how wouMst thou save me^ MtbM 
saidst? 

Myr, By teaching thee to save thyself, and not 
Thyself alone, but these vast realms^isomall 
The rage of the worst war-«tbe war of brethi^en. 

Sar. Why, child, •! l(^the all'war^and warrim; 
I live in peace and .pleasure; what can man * 

IXo more? 

Myr, Alas! my lord« with common men 
Thei-e needs too olt the show of war to keep 



Scene U. A TRAGEDY. 9^ 

The substance of sweet peace; and f«r a kingv 
*Tis sometimes better to be fear*d than loved. 

Sar. And I have never sought but for the last. 
- Myr. And now art neither. 

Saf. Dost Mou say sOy Myrrhaf 

Myr, I spesik of civic popular love, selfltvCf 
Which means that men are kept in awe and law» 
Yet npt oppi-esa'd-^t least they must not think ao; 
Or if they thuik so^deem it necessary. 
To ward oif woBse oppression, their own passions. 
A king of feasts, andilower% and. wine, and reve]> 
A nd lo ve^ and' mirth, was never king^ of gioity. 

Sar. Gloryi what's tliat? 

Myr, , Ask of ^e gods thy fathers; 

iSiar. They cannot answer; when the priests speak for 
'Tis for soihe small addi^on to the temple. [them » 

Myr. Look to the annals of thine empire's founders. 

Sar. Thiey are so blotted o'er with blood, I cannot. 
Out whi^t wouldst bareP The empire ^as been founded, 
fc&nnot go on multiplying emtkires. . , . • 

Myr. Preserve thine own. « 

Sar. A\ kast I wift elijoy it. 
Come, Myrrh% let us on to the Euphrates;, 
The hour jnvitesj the' galley iji|3ar^ared» 
Atid the pavilion^ deck'd for our return^ 
In fit adornment for the evening banquet^ 
Shall blaze with beautf and with light, until. 
It seen^s unto tb^ stars Wtiich are above us 
* Itself un 'opposite stiCr; and we will sit 
Cro\vi\'d with fresh flower$ like 

Myr, .Victims. 

Sar, . No, like sovereigns. 

The shepherd kings of patriarchal times. 
Who knew no brighter gems than summer wreaths. 
And none but leailcss triumph** Let us oil. 
VOL. IV. — K 
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' EfUerFama, 

Fama* ilfyy the king live for ever! 
Sar» Not an hour 

Longer than he can love. How my soul hates 
This language, which makes Ife itself^ Ue^ 
Flattering dust with eternity. Well, Pania? 
Be brief. 

Pania* I am chaiged by Salemenes to 
R^terate his prayer untp the king, 
That for this day» at least, he will not^qjGiit 
The palace: when the genend returns, 
He will adduce such rea^njn as will waftant • 
His daring, and perhaps obtun the pa|don 
Of his presamptioii. ■ ' > 

Sar, "What! Wlth^iooop'd? 

Already c»ptive?'9aii I not evenj>reathe 
The breath of heaven? Tdl prince 8a]cmeaes , 
Wer^ all Assyria lagtng round the waUs 
In mutinoQs myriad^ I would still go forth. 

Fmm. Imufllobey,and]ret— '' 

Mi^. ■ ' ' Oh, monarch, lirfeSftr 

How many ajday aad mooft thou* hast reelined 
Within these^ palace walla in stken daOiaifce, 
And never shdwn thee to (by people's longing; 
Leaving thy suljjects' eyes imgratified, * 

The satraps uneoobpoll'd, Ihe god's imwtnl^pp'dl. 
And all things in the anarchy of shiQi, 
'Till all, save evS, alumbeted tUhougfa^e ^'^■^L 
And wik thou not now taify for a day, * 

A day which may redeem thee? Wilt thou not 
Yield to the fow still fkithful a few hours, 
For them, for thee, for thy past fiU^era* race* 
Andforthy sons'ittlieritaiioe? ' 

Pants. Tis tnit! 

ft 

From the deep vigmcy 
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■ 

DespatchM me to your sacred presence, I 
Mast dare to add my feeble roice to that 
IVhich no|ir has spoken. 

Sar, No, it mnst not be. 

Mvr. For the sake of thy realm! 

Sar. Away! 

jPama* * For that , 

OF all tb^ faithful subjects, who will raUy 
4lound thee and^thine. 

Sar. * These are mere phantasies; 

There is no peril: — ^'tis a sullen «cheme 
Of Salemenes, to approve his zeal. 
And show himself more^nej^eKtl^ tp itt. 
. 3fyr^ By all that's good and glorious take this counsel. 

&79» Business to-moiTOw, 

Myri Ay, or deatji to night 
' Sar, Whjr let it come th^n oaezpectedly, 
'Midst joy and genllipess, and mirth and love: 
So let me^Ul like the plu^k'd rosd-^far better 
Thus 'tiian be withered. 

Hffr. The« thou wilt not yield. 

Even foi; the sake of all that ever stirred ^ ,^' 
A monarch into action^ to^mgo ■ * , , ' v r< 
A trifling revel. ^ ^* - . ' 

Sar, No. ',;^> 

iifyr. Then yield fbriiMiktf; 

For T^j sake! ^^ . . 

Sat. Thme, my Id^pahfJ 

H^. 'Tis the first 

Boon Vfhls^ I e'er ask'd Apsyriif s ki 6g. 

SttTs T^t'i true, and wer't my kingdom must be grant- 
Wellfforthj&sftk^jplyiel^me. Pania, hence! ' [ed. 
Thou hesr'st me. ^ 

Fani^i And obey. . lExH Panifl, 



.* » 



L'f 
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Sar. I marvel at thee, 

'^hat 18 thy motive, M3nThay thus to uxge me? 

Myr, Thy safety; and the certainty that nought 
Could urge tixe piince thy kinsman to require 
Thus much fieom thee^ hut some impending danger. , 

Sar, And if I do not dread it, why shotddit tliouP 

Mi/r, Because, i^ott dost not fe^r, 1 fear for I4ee. 

Scar, To-morrow thou wil^mile at these vain fancies- 

Mi/r, If the worst come» I shall be whA« none weep» 
And that is bef^er than the power to smile. 
And thou?^ ^ 

Sar, . I shall l)e Idng, as heretofore. 

Myr, Wh«re? -. . , • 

Sar. . ^ With BaalyNimrody and Semiravna^ 

Sole in Aasyria, or with- them elsewhere. 
Fate made me what I am — may make me iiotluiig» 
But either that or nothing nuist I be; 
I will not Mve degraded. •- 

Myr, Hadst thou felt 

Thus always, none '^ould ever dare degrade thee. 

Sar. And who will do so nopr? 

Myr, I Dost thou suspeqt none,? 

Sar, Susp^c|!-r1liaf s a spy's office^ Oh! we lose 
Ten thousand nrecious moments in vain words. 
And vainer fears. Within thereW—Ye slaves, deok 
The hkU of Mintfod for the evenings revel: 
If I must make a priipn of our^paia^ 
At least we'll wear our fettors jocundly: 
If the Euphrates be forbid us, and 
The summer dwelling on its beauteous, boidq^ 
Here we are still unfiienaced. Ho! within tliea»! ' 

[Exit Stprtiktfiapakis. 
^yrrhtt («ifm.) 
Why do I love this man? It%r country's daa|^tei^ 
I/oye none but'hdvoes. .But I have no cdtintiy! 
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The slave hath lost aD, save her bonds. I lore Unn; 
And that's the heaviest link of the long^ chain- 
To love whom we esteem not. Be it so: 
The hotr is coming when he'll need all lore^ 
>An€ find lione. To fall ftom him now were bMer 
Than to have stabbM him on his throne when highest 
Would hgve been noble in my country's creed{ 
I was not made for.either. Cohld I save htaUt 
1 s3iT>i|ld not love iKf7»^btett^,1>atn^y8elf; 
Andl h«re rtfced of the last, for I have fidfen 
In my own thoughts, by loving' this soft attfnyer: 
And yet methiidcs I love hitak more, pereeiviQ§f 
iliat he m hailbd of his own borbirians^ 
The natural %s of all the blood of Greece 
Gould I bnt wake a n|iglb thought IBce thofe 
Which «v€n the«?hrygians felt whe« battHng long 
'Twizt^ion and the sea» within his heart, 
He would treaddownthe barbanus crowds, andtriumpfa«. 
He lo^s me, and I love him; the slave lovet 
Her m&ter, and would free luni from his vicef • 
If -not, I have a meuia of freedom still. 
And if I cannot teach- him how to aieign. 
May show him how alone a king can leave 
His throne. J. mustnot loee him tem my si^. 



ACTH. SQENBt 

nePmMtfihemmUEaaoftkeP^aaee. 

Bd. (itffas.) The«iiti goes down: mietiiinkahci sets more 
Taking his kat look o£ Ai^yiia'a emfim. [slowly, 

How red he gives amongst those deepening clouds, 
Like the blood he preikts. ifnotinvMiiy ' 



102 SARDANAPALUS, ActJI. 

Thou son that ainkest, and ye stars which rise, 
I have outwatch'd ye, reading ray by ray 
The edicts of your orbs, which make Time tremble 
For what he brings the nations, 'tis the furthest ^ 
Hour of Assyria's years. And yet how caknl 
An earthquake should amiounce so great a faB — 
A summer's sun disclose it. Yon ^sk. 
To the star-red Chaldean, bears upon 
Its everlasting page the end t>f what 
Seem'd everlasting; but Oh! thou true sun! " - 

The burtiihg o|;^e of all that live. 
As fouQtun of all life, and symbol of 
Him who bestows it, wherefore dost thonliAlt • 
Thy lore \udo calamity? Why not 
Unfold the rise of days more wofthy thine 
All-glorious burst from ocean? Why nOt.d«t 
A beam of hope athwart the future's years, 
As of wrath to its day^^ Hear me! Oh, hear me! 
I am thy worshipper, thy priest, thy servant — * * 
I have gazed on tbee at thy rise «nd iall, ^ 

And bow'd my head beneath thy mid-^ay beams^ 
When my eyes dared not meet thee. I have watchM 
For thee, and after thee, and pray'd to thee, 
Aild sacrificed to thee^ and read, andfear'd |^ee. 
And ask'd of thee, and thou hsiglt answer'dr— b|it 
Only to thus much: while I ^eak, he sinks- 
Is gone — ^and leaves his beauty, not his knowldflg^, 
To the delighted west^ which revels in 
Its hues of dyrag gloiy. Yet what is 
Death, so it be but glorious? 'Tis a sunset; 
And mortals may be happy to resemble 
The gods b«|t In decaf . 

Enter MmuSf by an mner door. 
Arh. Belese8,why 

So rapt hi thy deyotkmB? Post thou stand 
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Gazing to trace tliy disappearing' gt)d 
Into some realm of undiscovered day? 
QST ^ofinessi is with night — 'tis come. 

BeL n. 9ut not 

Gone. • , ■ . 

^t. LM. it roll on-^-'we are ready. 

Iki ^ L Yes. 

Would it?*were over! 

M. %)Oes the prophet diubt. 

To who^ the very stais shine' victoiy? 
■ Bei, I do nibt doubt t)f victory— but the tictor. 

4rb. WeH) let thy science settle that. Mfbantime, 
1-have ^epared as many g^itteiing spears 
As y»ljii out-spiild» dlir allies— yoiu* pjaneti» 
Therfi is fio more to thwart tis. The sh^-king, 
Tfiai less tlmn woman, is ^ven now upon 
TIte waters with his female mates, ^e order 
|s issjued^or the feast in the pavilion, 
The first cup which he drains will be the latft 
Quailed by ^e line of 99imrod. 

Bei, 'Twas * brave OBCi 

^b. And -is a weak on^^-<^ti8 wom out— we^ mend it 

"Bel Art sure of that? 

,Srb, * Its founder was a himter*- 

I am a apldiei^-what is there to fear? 

JS"^. The s(ftdier. 

Jlrb. And the priest, it may be; but 

If you thougfit thus, or tfamk, why not retain 
JTour king of concubines? why stir wt up? 
Why spur me to this enterprise? your own 
No less than mine. 

Bel Look to the sky! 

Arb, Hook, 

Bel What leest fliott? 

Arb. A ftd^ saiamer»8 twiKght^ and 

The gatlieriiig of the sttrs. 
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Bd. And midst them, mark 

Ton earliest, tnd the brightest, which «o qtuvetr^^ 
As it wetdd quit its place in the blue ether. 
jSlrb. Well? f • - 

Bel ^Tls thy nataf ruler— thy biifh pUmet. 

Jrb. (Umchmg his scabbard.) If/ater is in itbt#^ab- 
bard: when it rfiines, ^ * 

It shall outiSazzle comets. Let us tiniflt *■ , 

Of what is tobe4flone to justify * 
Thy planets and their portents. When we conqpier, 
•They shall have templcs*-ay, and priest^-^nd thoi^ ' 
Shalt be the flontiK of— what godsthou wilt; 
Forlob'serteth^tthey are ever just, # *. 

And own the hpRve^ fdr the most d^avt; 

Bel, Ay,'and tie moat devovt f^i' brave-^tliouhast ngt 
Seen me turn badk from battle.' 

4rb* -** No? I own th^ 

As firm in fig^t as Baby^ma^B oafrtain, . ' 

As skilful iht)lialdea4 worship; now. 
Will it but*please thee to forget thfc priest, . '" 

Aiid be the wurioB? 
JBeL Why not Mh? • ^ 

Jirb. . ITie bettei:;*' • 

And yet it ilaost shames me, ire shall have * 
So little to effect. This woman's warfare ^ 
Degrades the very conqueror. To have pliftk'^ '*'' 
A bold and bloody dei^t from his throne. 
And grappled with him, clashing steel with sted!. 
That were heroic or to win or &11{ 
But to upraise my sword against this sUhweni^ 

And hear him whine, it may be 

BeL Do not deem it 

He had that in him which may make yoa strive yet;. 
And where he all you think, his guards ai« htfi^B 
And headed by Ihe eod^ <ttto Salemenes. 
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J3rb. They*ll not resist. 

Bel. Why not? they are soldiers. 

Jiii^* True, 

And therefore need a soldil^r to eoBiniiaid th^m. 

£eL That Salemenes is. 

Arb, But not their king. 

Besides, he hates the eiF(gminate thing that governs, 
For the queen's sake, kis sister. Mark you not 
He keeps aloof horn all the^tevels? 

Bel. But 

Not ^m the council— there he is ^ver constant. 
' Jirk», And eyer thwarted; what would you have more 
To malj^e a rebel ^t of* A fool rei.^ning, 
I4is blood 4i9Honour*d, an<yiimse{f disdsunM; 
Wh^^, it i^is revenge we work for. 

Bel r Could 

He but be brought to think sir' this, i doubt of. ' 

Arh What, if we soudiS him? 

Bel * • YO0— if the time served, 

f Enter Baktu 

Balea, Siitnips! The king c«mraan^y9iir presence at 
The iiast to-night. « . , 

* jBe/. '*To hear is to obey. 

In the pavilion? 

Balea, No;%et^ in tepMase. 

Jlrb, Howl in the^alace? it was not thus order*d. 

J9Sfl(/(M>. Itl%SQ«order'd noMf. ' 

Arb. %And ^hy? 

Baka.^ I know not. 

May I retire? " ^ , 

Jtb, * ^tay. 

B$l. (id Arhaces tmck,) Hush! let him go his way. 
(Memately to ^alea,) Yes, Balea^ thank the mqiiareli, 

kis9 tbe^em - ' *^ 

Of his impeital roj^and aay^-^s slavan 
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5te/. (drawing.) - How! dost thou brave me? 

'Tis well— this saves a trial, and false mercy. 
Soldiers, hew down the rebel! 

Jrb. ' Soldiers! Ay— 

Alone you dare not. 

SaL Alone! fqoiish slave— 

What is there in thee that a prince should, shrink from 
Of open*oree? We dr«ad tl^ treason, not 
Thy strength: thy tooth is nou^fht without itft ¥fenain — 
The serpent's, not tlie lion's. Cut him down. 
£eL {interposing.) Arbaces! i^e youjnad? Hbivel not 
render*^ . . ^ ^ 

My sword? Then trust like me our sovereig^n's justice. 
Arh, Ko—I%ili sooner Wst the stars tho« piat'st <lf 
And this sight arm* and die a king at least 
Of my own breatU and body — so far that ^ 
None else shall chain them, 

Sal. (to thegtmrds.) Yqu hear him, and me. 

Take him not,— -kill. , , ,. 

[The Guc^ds attack *Mmee»j who defends Mm«elfvali' 
anily and dexterously tiU they ijuaim", ^^ 
Sal, * Is it even so; |nd n^st 

I do the hangman's office? Recreants! se^ .^ 
How you shoukU fell a teaitor. ^ ^ ;" 

[Salsmbitss attache AiLBAl>sfi. 
'EnUr Sardanapakts and train. 
Sat- ' * Hold your handl>-r- 

Upon your lives, I say» What, deaf or drunken? • 
My s^OvdX Oh fool, I wear iio swordr here MXow, « 
Give me thy weapon. ['Ih a gtiard. 

[Sardanajmlus snatches a sword from one of the soidiersy, 
and makes between the combaiant9'4hey separaU. 
Sar* In my very palace! 

What hinders me fix>m cleaving you in twain. 
Audacious brawlers^ 
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JBei. Sire, your justice. 

Sal. ' Or,--! 

Your weakness. 

Smr, {rmamg ike &wotd,) How? 

Hah Strikel So the blow's repeated 

Upon yon tndtor — whom you spare a moment, 
I trust, for torture— I'm content. 

»^. What— him! 

Who dai«8 assftil Avbaces? 

/te/.. I! 

«Dif. . Indeed'. 

Prince, yon foir^et youvBtelf. Upon what warrant? 

J9rb, (eo*t/%Merf.y The king's! 

• Sal. Yes! and let the king confirm it 

Sar. I parted not from this for such a purpose. 

Sal. You pMted with it for your safety — I 
Employ'd it for the best. Pronounce ii) person. ~ 
Here i>ain but your slave — a moment past 
I was yottt representative. ^ ^ 

Sjar. Then sheathe 

Your swords. 
[jSrkKea^and Sakmmearefvrn their noorda to the stakbards. 

Std. Mtne's sheathed: I pray you sheathe not yours; 
"Hstiie woke ^eptre left you now with safety. 

8ar. A heavy one; the hilt, too, hurts my hand. 
{Tha Buari.) Here, fellow, take thy weapon back. Well; 
What doth this mean? [s'tr^ 

Bel The prince must answer that. 

Sai. Tnithr upon my part, treason upon f heirs. 

Sot. Treason — Arbaces! treachery and BelesosI 
That were an union 1 wiU,not belioye. 

Bel. Where is the proof? 

Sal. ' 1*11 answer that, if once 

The king demands yo«r fellow traitor's sword> 

TOL. IV. — ^L 
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Mrh. {to Sakmenes.) A sword which hath beem dtawn as 
Against his foes. [oft as thine 

Sal. And now against his brother. 

And in an hour or so against himself. 

Sar, That is not possible: he dared not: no-^ 
No— I'll not hear of such things. These vaio bick^ngs. 
Are spawn'd in courts by base intrigues and baser 
Hirelings, who live by lies on good men's lives. 
You must have been deceived^ my bsayier. 

Sal. First 

Let him deliver ap his weapon, and 
Proclaim himself your subject by that dutj^ 
And I will answer all. 

Sar. ^^y» ^^ ^ thought so-^.. 

But no, it cannot be; the Mede Arbacea — 
The trusty, rough, true soldier--4he best c^ptaift 

Of all* who discipline our nations ^Ng^ , 

I'll not insult him thus, to bid him render 

The scimitar to me he never yielded 

Unto our eneimes. Chief, keep your weapon. 

Sal (delivering back the signet,) Monarch, take bapk 
your signet. 

Sar. No, retain it; 

But use it with more moderation. 

SaJ. Sire, 

I used it for your honour, and restore it 
Because I cannot keep it with my own. 
Bestow it on Arbaces. 

Sar. So I. should: 

He never asked it* 

SaL Doubt not, he will have it 

Without that hollow semblance of respect 

Bel. I know not what hath prejudiced t)ie ptinqe. 
So strongly 'gainst two subjects, than whom none 
Have been more zealous for Assyria's weal. 
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Sal. Peace, factious priest and faithless soldier! thou 
tJnit'st in thy own person the worst vices 
Of the most dangerous ordera of mankind. 
Keep thy smooth words ahd juggling' homilies 
For those who>know thee not. Thy fellow's sin 
Is, at the least* a bold one, and not temper'd 
B^ the tricks taug^htthee in Chaldeji. 

.Bei. Heio-hiin, 

■My liege— the son of Behis* he blasphemes 
The -worship' of the land, which bows the knee 
Before your Others. 

Sar. Oh! for that I pray you 

Let him hav# absolution. I dispense with 
The worship of dead men? feelings that I 
Am mortal, and befieving that the race 
From whence 1 spruAg are — wliat I see them— ashes. 

Bel. /Cihg! 1>o not deem so: they are with the stars. 
And— 

' Sar. Tou shall join them there ere they will rise, 
ff you *preach farther.— Why, thia is rank treason. 

Sal. My lord! 

Sar. To school me in the worship of 

Assyria's idols! Xet him be releas'd-* 
<^ve him his sword. 

- Sat. . My lord, and king, and brother, 

I pray ye pause. 

Sar, Yes, and be sermonized. 

And dihn'd and deafen'd witii dead men and Baal, 
And all Chaldea's starry mysteries. 

Bel. Monarch! respect them. 

Sar. • Oh!' for that— I lovettheiQ; 

I love to watch them in the deep blue vault, 
And to compare them with my Myrrha's eyes; 
I love to see their ra)^ redoubled in 
The tremulous silver of Euphrates' ware. 
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As the light breeze of midnight crisps the broad 
And rolhng water, sighing through the sedges 
Which fringe his banks: but whether they may he 
Gods, as some say« or the abodes of gods. 
As others hold, or simply lamps of night, . 
Worlds, or the lights of worlds, 1 know nor eare i^oL 
There's something sweet in my UBcertainly 
I would not change for your Chaldean lore; . 
Besides, I know of these a^ clay can know 
Of aught above it, or below it— nothing, 
I see their brilhancy and fe^l their beauty-^ 
When they shine on my g^a^e I shall kQOwneithen 
BeL For neUheary aire» say beileri 
Sar. I wiU'wait, 

If it so pleats yoUff pontiff, for that knowledge. 
In the mean time receive your swolxl, an^l know 
That I prefer your service militant 
Unto your ministry, not loving either. 

Sal, {aside.) UU lusts have made him mad. Then must.I 
Spite of himself. [s^e him 

Sar, Please yop to h^ar me, S«^trap$! 

And chiefly thou, my priest, because I doubt thee' 
More than the soldier: and would doubt tho^ all r . 
Wert thou not half a warrior: let us part 
In peace — I'll not say pardon— which must be • . 
Bam'd by the guilty; this I'll not pronounce ye, 
Although upon this breath of mine depends - 
Your owni and, deadlier for ye, on my fears. j 
But fear not— for that I am soft, not fearful— 
And so live on. Were I the thing some think m^^ 
Your heads would now be dripping the l|ist drpps 
Of thiir attainted gore from the -|iigh gates 
Of this our palace into the dry dust, 
Their only portion of the coveted kingdom 
They woiild be cfoVn'd to reign o'er— let that pass. 
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As I have said, I will not deetm ye guilty. 
Nor doom y6 guiltless. Albeit, better men 
Than ye or I stand ready to arraig-n you; 
And should I leave your fete to sterner judges. 
And proofe of aJ) kinds, 1 might sacrifice 
Two mett, who, whatsoe'er they now are, wese 
O^e honest. Ye are free, sirs. 

'Art. - ^ Sire, th% clemency-**— 

^ Mel, (inUrruptrng him.) Is worthy of yourself; and, al- 
though innocent, 
We thank 

Sar, Priest! keep your thanksgivings for Belu9; 

His oiTspring needs none. 

Bel . • * But being innocent 

Sar. Be silent— 'Guilt is loud. If ye are loyal. 
Ye are injured men, and should be sad, not grateftil. 

Sel. So we should be, were justice always done 
By earthly power omnipotent; but innocence 
Must oft* receive her right as a mer6 favour. 

Sar. That's a good sentence for a homily, 
Thougli not for this occasion. Prithee keep it 
To plead thy sovereign's cause before his people. 

3ek I trust there is no cause. 

Sar. No cause, perhaps 

But many causer^: — ^if ye meet with such 
In the exercise of your inquisitive function 
On eardi, or should you read of it in heaven 
In some myst^ous twinkle of the stars, 
Which are your chronicles, I pray you note^ 
lliat there are worse things betwixt eartli and heaven 
Than hini'^ho ruleth many and slays none; 
And, hating not himself, yet loves his fellows 
Enough to spare even those who would not spare him 
Were they once masters— but that's doubtful. Salr^s! 
.t^our swords and persons are at liberty 

I. 2 
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To me 6iem as ye will — bat finom this hoar 

1 have no call fior either. Sakmeocs! • 

yoUow me. 

kammg Jrbata and Beiaa. 
Jrb. Beleses! 

;Bel Now what ^hink yon? 

Jrb. That we arc lost. ^ * 

Sel. "Tbat weiiavc won the kiiigdoaw 

Jirb. What? thus auapected — with the swonldm^ o'er 
But by a angle hair, and that still wavering' [«b 

To be blown down by his hnpetious breath. 
Which spared ufr-^why, I know not. 

BeL Seek mit.whyi 

But let us profit by the interraL 
The hour is still our own — oar power the same— 
The night the same we destined. He hath chuiged 
Nothing except our ignorance of all • 

Suspicion into such a certaunty - 

As must make madnesa of delay. 

Jrb* And yet 

BeL lYhat, doubting still? 

jr]f. He spared our lives^tiayy moi^ 

Saved them from Salemenea. 

Bel. And how long 

WiU he 8« spare? till the first dmnken minifte. 
Jlrb. 0r sober, rather. Yet he did it nobly; 
Gave royally what we bad forfeited 

Basely » 

Bel. Say bravely. 

Jirb. Somewhat of bplhy perh^s. 

But it hftstoucVd me, and, whatever betide, 
I will no fiirtber pn. 

Bel. And lose the world! 

Arb, Lose any tiling except my own esteem. 
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Bel 1 blush fliat we should owe our lives to such 

« 

A king^ of distafTs! 

Jrlk, But no less we owe them; - 

And I should blush far more to take the grantor's? 

Bel Thou may'st endure whatever thou wilt, the stars 
Have wri^en otherwise. 

JM' ' Though they cAme ddwn. 

And marshftllM vpus the way in all thor brig^tiicssy 
1 would not follow. 

"Bei. This is weakne ss w o r wi 

Than a seared beldam's dreaming of the dead. 
And waking in the dark.— Go to— goto. 

jM. Methoiiglit he look'd like 29inrod as he spoke, 
Even as the jsvoud imperial statue stands 
Looking the monarch of the kings around it, 
And swsCys, while they but ornament, the temple. 

Bel. i told you that you had too much despised lum. 
And that there was some royalty within him— 
What thenP be k Uie nobler foe. ' 

\lf fti But we • 

The iseaiMr: — ^Wbuld i|e had not spared us! 

Bet, 8o— 

Wouldst thpu be sacrifteed thus readily? 

Mf, No— but it had been better to have died 
Than lire ongratefiil. 

. BeL Ohy thettoiiils of smne men! 

Thou wo^l^ ^gest what some call treason, and 
Fools trea^cheiy — and, behold, upon the sudden, 
Because for somethiiig or for nothing, this .* . 
Bash reveller steps, (Mrtentatiously, 
'TWizt tikee and Salemfenes, thou art tum'd 
Into— what rfiall I say?— Sardanapalus! 
I know no name more ig^omtmous. 

Jvb, f But 

An hour ago, who dared to tena me such 
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Had held li» fife bat ligMy— la H is 
I must forg^Te jou, even is he forgave 
Semiranus hendf would not have done it. 

BeL No^-the queen liked no sharers of the kingdom, 
Not even a husband. 

wf r6. I must serve him tioly^ 

BeL And humbly? 

Jrb, No, ar, prondify— b^^ honest 

I shall be nearer thrones than you to heaven; 
And if not quite so haughty, yet more lofty. 
You may do your own deeming— you have Gude% 
And mysteries, aad coveHuies of 
Bight and wrongs which I hck for my ^nectiony 
And must pursue bat what a plain heart teariies. 
And now you know me. 

Bei. Hanre you linish'd? 

With you- 

BeL ' And would, pftiftnpBj betMiyas weU 

As quit me? • 

jirb, Thafs a sacerdotal: thooght^ 

And not a ■nidier's. 

Bel. Be it trhnti^on wiH-^ 

Truce with these wmnglingpBy and bat hev me. 

»Arb. No—* 

There is ommm peftt m yevv sobtie spirit ^ 

Than in »phahttY. 

BeL ^ Itfitmustbeso — 

1*11 pn alone. "• 

Jrb: Alone! 

BeL ' TlKN>nes KoM bat ooe* 

Jhrb, But this is iiflU \ 

-S«/' fWth woijae thim^^nicaEiK^ • 

A despised monor^.. Look too it, Arbacestr 
I have stilt jided, dbG^ii^ lbve(% aad^itt^ed yooj ■ 
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Was willing even to serve you, in the hope 
To serve and save Assyria. Heaven itself 
Seem'd to consent, and all events were friendly. 
Even tQ the last, till that your spirit shrunk 
Into a shallow softness; hut now, rather * 

Than see my country languish, I will he « ^ 

Her saviour or the victim of her tynuit. 
Or one or both, for scuaetimes both ate oi^e 
And, if I win, Arbaces is wf servant* 
jSrb. Tour servant 

JBei. Why not? better than be dave. 

The pardon*d slave of «Ae Satdanapalus. 

Enter Panin. 
Pmnia. My loVds, I bear an order from the king. 
JM* Jt if obey'd ere spoken. 
Bel, « Notwithstanding^ 

I^s hear it* 

Fania, Forthwith, on this very night, 
Bepair to youriespeetivd salnpies 
Of Babylon and Media. » 

Bel. , With our troops? 

Pania. My order is unto the salraps and 
Their household train. 
Jrb, Biat — - . 

Bel. It ffiuft b« obey'd; 

Say, we depart. 

Pdnia» . My order is to see yott 

Depart, and not to bear your. answer. . 

Bel. ijmde.) Ay! 

Well, sir, we wiU accompany you hence. 

Panim. I will retire, to ro^rshall forth the guand 
Of honour which befits your rank, and watt 
your leisure, so that ^t the hour exceeds not. 

[Egnt Pania. 

4 

Bel. Now then obey! • . i 
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Arb, Doobtlefls. 

Bel, Tes» to the gates 

Hiat grate the palace, which is now our pmon. 
No further. 

* Arb. Thou hast harp'd the trdth indeed! 

^he realm itself, in aU its wide extenaon. 
Yawns dungeons at eadi step for thee and me. * 

BeL Graves! 

Arb. If I IhoQglitao^lln^good sword shoulddrg^ 

One more thaii mine. . 

Bd, It shall have work enough: 

Let me hope better than thou augurest; 
At present letois hence 'as hest we jnay. 
Thou dost agree with me in understanding 
This Older as a sentence.' 

Jrb, Whf , what otfier 

Interpretation should it bear? it is 
The very p^cy of orient monarchs — 
Pardon and poison-^fiivouta aild a sw^tod— 
A distant voyageyand an eternal sleep. 
How many satraps in Ms fiither's time— 
For he I own ia^ or at least^ums^ ^hloodless^ 

Bel. But wiU nq(t^ earn not be so jiow. 

Arb. • , Idonbtit. 

How many saitcaps have I seei) set out 
In his aire's 6stf form^hty vice^^oyalties, . 
Whose tombf are on ^leir paith; I know nM ho#» 
But they ail sicken'd by the way, it was 
So long and heavy. 

BeL Let us but regain 

The free ait of the city,. and we'll shorten 
The journey. ' 

Arh. 'TWffl be shov^en^d at the gates. 

It may be. 

Btl No; ihejF hardly unll risk that . 
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They mem iu to die pmstely, but not 
Within the palace or the city waUs» - 
Where we aie known and may ha^e paitiaans: 
If they had meant to slay 'us here, we were 
No longer with tiie livinif. Let us hence. 

jM> U I but thought he did not mean s^ life 

BeL Fool! hence-^what else abould despotiBm alarm'd 
Mean? Let us but lejom our tno(q», and march. 

Jirb. Towards our provinoea? • 

Bel, fife; 'fowarda your kingdom. 

There's time, there's heart, and hope^ and power, and 

meansy 
Which Umbt hatf meaaofea leave uain ftdl scope — 
Away! 

Jbrb, And J even yet repenting moat 
Rekpse to guilt! 

BeL Seif^efimee is a virtue, 

Sole bulWaidc ef mHI right. Away, I say! 
Let^a leave tfria pboe, tlie air grows thiok^and choking. 
And the walls have a scent ofnlght^dtede— hence! 
Let ns not leafve them time fin* further counsel. 
Our quick departure proves our eivie zeal; 
Our quick' departure hinders our good escort; 
The worthy PaniSy from anticipating •- 
The ordera of so^me parasangs fl»m hetiee; 
Nay, there's no other choice but-^-— hence, I Bay, 

l£hnt %oiA jMaees, Ufkofolhwirehietantli/, 
* ErUerSardanap^kaundSoltmmn, 

Sar, Well, all is remedied, and without bloodshed, 
T^^)^riOi«t of 'mockeries of a remedy; * ' 
'W€,w*niow seture by these men's exile. 

^V * . ' ' Yes^ 

As )^ ifrho treads on i^owers is from the adder 
IVined VQtto^ t|p«i[ R>ots. 

*r.^ ♦ Why.wiialwouldsthavemede? 
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SaL Undo what yoa have done. 

Sar. Revoke my pardon? 

So/. Replace tiie crown now tottering' on your temples. 

Sar. That were tyrannical. 

Sed. But sore. 

Sar, We are so. 

IVhat danger can fbn^ woik upon the ilontierf 

Sal. They arenot1]Kieyet-4ieTerflliDiildthey beso, 
Were I weU liafeenM to. ^ 

Sar. Nky, I have listen'd 

Impartially to thee-^why not to them ^ 

SaL You may faiow thai hereafter; asitu^ 
I take n^ l^ve, to ofder ftrth the guard. • ^• 

Air. And yoa wffl Join as at tftie banquet? 

Sal. ' « fa^ 

Dispenae with^me— 4 am no waanifer: 
Command me m all aerrioe aare the Baechanfa. 

Sari Nay, h«t *tia fit to ro?^ bow andtiiCB. • 

Sal. And fit ^Mt aoteo dboiild wwtoii #or tfaote who 
Too oft. Am I penaitted to depart? .[revel 

iS!ar. Ye a ■ S tay a moment, my good 8alemriMt» 
My bfottmry my best sabjeet, better prince 
Than I am king. You shoidd have been the monareh» 
And I--4 know not what, and care nets but 
Tlunk not I aiUMuniHwlile to afl 
Thine honest wiadnviad Ay rough yet kfaid» 
Though oft^reproving, sufferance of my f<rflie«^ 
If 1 have spared these men against thy o o ttn s e l, ^ 
That is their ttrea^ ianot that I doubt 
The advice was- sound; but, let them Iwet we.>^|r3I not • 
Cavil about their live^ — so let them mead th^m^ 
Their banialmient wiM leave me still sound sleep. 
Which their death had ncft left me. • 

Sal. Thus you mi^ « 

The risk to sleep lbr«nB\ to tare trtHtors— '•; 
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* 

A mometit's pang* now changed for yean of crime. 
Still let them be made quiet. 

Soar, Tempt me not: 

My word is past* 

Sed, But it may be recall'd. 

Sar, 'Tisro3Fal. \ 

Sai. And should therefore be deciiiire. 

This half indulgence of an exile* serves 
But to provoke — a pardon should be fbll 
Or it is none. 

Sar, And who persuaded me. 

After I had repealed them, or at least « 
Only disnussM them from our presence, who . 
Urged me to send them to their satrapies? 

SaL True; that I had forgotten; that is» sire. 
If they e'er reachM their satrapies: wfty then 
Reprove roe more for my advice? 

Sear. And if 

They do not reach them — ^look to it!— in safety. 
In safety, mark me— and seciuity— 
Look to thine own. 

SaL Permit me to deport; 

Their mfetif shall be cared for. 

Sar. Get tiiee hence, then; 

And, prithee, tlnnk more gently of thy brother. 

iSaL Sire, I shall ever duly serve my sovereign. 

[Eaoii SaUmenes, 

Sar. (^solw) That man is of a temper too severe; 
Hafd but as lofty as the rock, and free 
From all the taints of common earth— while [ 
Am softer clay, impregnated with flowers. 
But as our mould is, must the produce be. 
If I have err'd this time, 'tis on the side 
Where error sits most lightly on that sense, 
I know not .what to call it; but it reckons 

\^0L. IV.— -M 
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With me ofttiraes for pain, and soxnetimes pleasofe; 
A spirit which ^seems placed about my heart 
To court its throbs, not quicken them, and ask . 
Questions which mortal never dared to ask mc^ 
Nor Baal, though an orracular deity — 
Albeit his marbel face majestical 
Frowns as the shadows of the eveniiig dim 
His brows to changed expression, till at times 
I think the statue looks in act to speak. 
Away with these fain thoughts, I will be joyous— 
And here comes Joy's true herald. 

JCnter Myrrha, 

Myr, King! the slqr 

Is overcast, and musters muttering thunder. 
In clouds that seem approaching &st, and show 
In forked flashes a comxnandiBg tempest. 
Will you then quit the palaoef 

Sar. Tempest^ sayest thooi 

Myr, Ay, my good kvd. 

Scar. For my own part, I should be > 
Not ill content to vary the smooth scene. 
And watch the warring eleme&tsi but this 
Would little suit the silken garments an4 
Smooth fiices of our festive fiiends. Say, Myrrha, 
Art thou of tliDse who dread>the roar of clouds^ 

Myr, In my own coimtzy we respect their voices 
As auguries of Jove. 

Sar, Jove-^y, yoar Baal-^ 

Ours also has a property in thunder. 
And ever and anon some fiiUiog bolt 
Proves his divinity, and yet sometimes 
Strike his own altars. 

Myr. That were a dread omen. 

Sar, Yes-for the jmests. Well, we wiU not g«^ ^Ulk 
Beyond the palace wa^s to-Hight, but OB^e 
Qur fSast within. 
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Myr* Now, Jove be praised! that he 

Hath heard the prayer thou wouldst not hear. The (^s 
Are kinder to thee than thou to thyaelf, 
And fiasli this storm between thee and thjr foes. 
To shield thee from them. 

Sot, Child if there be peril, 

lifethinks it is the same within these walls 
As on the river's brink. 

Myr. Not so; these walls 

Are hi^h and strong-, and guarded. Treason has 
To penetrate through many a winding wajr^ 
And massy portal; but in the pavilion 
There is no bulwark. 

SoT^ No, nor in the pakce. 

Nor in the fortress, nor upon the top 
Of cloud-fenced Caxieasiis» where the eagle sits 
Nested in pathless defts, if treachery he: 
Even as the arrow iinda the airy king, 
The steel will reach the eaitiily. But be edns 
The men, or iniiooent or guilty, are 
BanishM, and far upon their wey. 

Myr. They live thenf 

Soar, Sosangoimuy? TAon/' « 

Myr* I would not shrink 

From just inflfctioh of due punishment 
On those who seek your life: wer't otherwise, 
I should not merit mine. Besides, you heai^ii 
The princely Salemenes. 

iSTor. This is strange; 

The gentle and the austere are both against mi^ 
And urge me to revenge. 

Jtfyr. 'lis a Greek virtue. 

Sat, But not a kingly one — ^1*11 none on't; «r 
If ever I indulge in't, it slutU be 
With kings— my equals, 
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Myr. These men sought to be ao. 

Sar. Mynha» this is too feminine, and springs 
From fear-^— 

Myr, Vest you. 

Sar, No matter— «ti]l<tis fear. 

I have observed your sex, once rou^d to wiath. 
Are timidly vindictive to a pitch 
Of perseverance, which I would not copy. 
I thought you were exempt from this„ as from 
The childish helplessness of Asian women. 

Myr, My lord I am no boaster of my love, 
Kor of my attributes; I have shared your splendour. 
And will partake your fortunes. You may live 
To iin4 one dbve mwe tme than subject myriads; 
But this the gods avert! 1 am content 
To be beloved on trust fox what I feel, 
Uather than prove it to you in your grief^ 
'Which might not yield to any eares of mine. 

Sar, CfiielB cannot come where perfect love exi^t^ 
Except to heighten it, and vanish from 
That which it could not scare away. Let's in— 
The hour approaches, and we must prepare 
To me^ the invited gue^ who grace our feast. 

[Exemt, 



ACT ni.--SCENE I. 

T%t Hall of the Palaee iHuminaied^Sardanapolus and 
his guests at tabk.-^ storm without^ and thunder occa- 
sionally heard during the banquet, 

Sar, Fill fidl! why this is as it should be: here 
Is my true realm; amidst brig'ht eyes and faces 
Happy as fair! Here sorrow cannot reach. 

Zames, Nor elsewhere--where the king is, pleasure 
sparkles. 
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Sar. Is not this better now than Nimrod's huntings^ 
Or ihy wild grandam's chase in search of king^ms 
Slie coidd not k-«ep when conquered? 

M(^da. ,. Mighty though 

They were as all the royal line have been, 
Yet none of those who went before haye reach'd 
The acm^ of Sa^danapalus^^ who 
Has placed his joy in peace — the sole true glory. 

Sew. And pleasure, good Altadat to which glory ^ 
Is but the path. What is it that we seek? 
Enjoyment! We have cut the way short to it. 
And not gone ti-acking it through human ashes^' 
Making a grave with every footstep, ' 

2Uime8. Ko; 

All hearts are happy, and all vcMces bless 
The king of peace, who holds a world in jubilee. 

Sar. Art sure of that? I have hcud otherwise; 
Some say that there be traitors. 

Zameg. Traitors they ^ 

Who dare to say so! — 'Tis impossible. 
What cause? 

Sar. What cause? true,— fill the goblet up; 

We will not think of them; there are none siichy 
Or if there be, they are gone. 

SUada, G«eflila» to my pledge! 

Down OB your knees, aad drink a measiire to 
The safety of the king-^the monarcb, say I? 
Hie god Sardanapalus! 

IZfffn^ wd ihe gueiU kneel, and ^wkum^- 
Mightier than 
His father Baal, the god Sardtnapalus? 

[It ^^mderemtkegkHeehmmuittariw^ini em/Mm, 
Zamee. Whydoyerifle^myfiieiiidif Inthaitilfoiigpe^ 
Bis &tfafir fida eoBsecited. 

M £ 
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Myr, Menaced, rathel*. 

Kingf, wilt thou bear this mad impiety? 

tiar. Impiety! — nay, if th^ sires who reig>n'd 
Before me can be. gods, I'U not disgrace 
Their lineage. But arise, my pious inends. 
Hoard your devotion for the thunderer there: 
I seek but to be lo^ed, not worshipped. 

AUada. Both— 

Both you must ever be by all true subjects. 

Sal, Methinks t]ie thunders still increase: it is 
An awful night. 

Myr, Oh 3res, for -those who have 

No palace to protect their worshippers. 
, Sar, That's true, my \f yrrha; and could I convert 
My realm to one wide shelter for the wretched, 
I'd do it 

Myr, Thou'rt no god, then, not to be 
Able to work a will so good and general, , 

As thy wish would imply. 

thr, iknd your gods, then. 

Who 'caii, and do not? - 

Myr. Do not speak of that. 

Lest we provoke them. 

^ Sar, Tree, they love not censure 

Better than inortals. Fiaends, a thought has struck me: 
Were there no temples, would there, think ye, be 
Air worshippers— that is, when it is angiy. 
And pelting a6 even now? 

Myr. The Persian prays 

Upon his mountain. 

Sot. ¥es, n^en the sun shines. 

Myr, And I>woold ask if this your palace were 
Unroor4 and desolate, how many flatterers 
Would lick the dust in which the king by low! 

AJ^ada. The fair Ionian is too sarcastic 
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Upon a nation whom she knows not well; 

The Assyrians know no pleasure but their king^s. 

And faromage \9 ihtir pride. 

Sar. Nay, pardon, guests. 

The fiur Greek's readiness of speech. 

AUada. Pmhn/ sire: 

AVe honour her of all things next to thee. 
Hark* what was that? 

Zamcs, That! nothing but the jar 

Of distant portals shaken by the wind. 

Altada. It sounded like the clash of-^hark again! 

Zaines. The big rain patteiing en the roof. 

Sar, ^ No more; 

J^l^'rrha, my )o¥e, host thou thy shell in order, 
^ing me. a song of Sappho, her, thou kaow'st, 

^ho in tliy country threw 

Enter Ftmiot vfUhhis suwrd and garments bloody, and 
diaordered, T%t gueUs rise in cmrfudon, 

Pania {to the Gitmsde.) . JLook to the portals: 
And with youmbest speed te the wall without. 
Your arms! To arms! The king's in danger. Monarch> 
Excuse tiiis haste, — 'tis fakh. 

Sar> Speak on. 

P^ma. It i» 
As Salemenes fear'd: the fidthless satraps 

Sar. You ar^ wounded— give soine wine. Take breath 
good Pania. 

Pania, 'Tis nothing--4L mere fledii wound. I am worn 
More with my speed to warn my soveveigD, 
Than hurtdn his de^oe. 

jHfyr* . Well, str, the rebels. 

Pania. Sl^onas AibaoesandBeleseereach'd 
Their stations in the city, they refosed 
To march; and cm my attempt to use the power 
Which I was delegated ^th, tfcey call'd 
Upon their troops, who rose in fierce defiance 
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Myr, AU? 

Panto, Too mftny. 

Sar, Spare not oF thy free speech 

To spare mine ears the truth. 

Panto. My own slight guat4 

Were fikithiW 9nd what's left of it is still «o. 

Myr. And are these all the force still faithful? 

Panto, * No-^ 

The Bactriansy now led on by Salemenea, 
Who even then was on .his way, still urged 
By strong suspicion -of the Median chiefs. 
Are numeronsy a^d malEe strong head against 
The rebels, fighting inch by inch, and forming 
An orb around tiie palace, where thef mean 
To centre all thttir force, and save the king, 

> 

(He heaitateg.) I am charged to 

Myr, • ' Tis no time for hesitation. 

Panto, Prince Sdemenes doth implore the king 
To arm himself, although but for a moment. 
And show himself unto the soldien: his 
Sole presence in tlus uistant miglvt do more . 
Than hosts can do in his behalf.' 

Sar, What, ho! 

My armour there. 

Myr. And wilt thou? 

Sar. WiU I ^t^ 

Ho, there! — But seek not for the buckler{.«tis 
Too heavy: a hfjtik cuinss and my swoid* 
Where are thexebels? 

Pania, Scarce a fiiriong's leogd^ 

From the outward wafi, tile fiercest conflict rages. 

Sar, TtftenlmAyehaigiacmhacMtltaAk^ flferOjh^! 
Order my horse' oot^-Thefe ia spaos eapugh 
Even in our courts, sand by the outer gnk^ 
To martial half the borsemen of Azabia. 

[Exa Sfanfir Me armour. 
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Myr» How I do love thee! 

Sat. I ne'er doubted it. 

M}fr. But now I know thee. 

Sar, (to his Attendant,') Bring down my spear, too«-- 
Where's Salemenes? 

Fania, .Where a soldier should be. 

In the thick of tke fight. 

Sar. Then hasten to him Is 

The path still open, and communi«ation 
Left 'twixt the palace and the phalanx? 

Pania. 'Twas 

When I late left him, and I have no fear: 
Our troops were steady, and th« phakoz form'd. 

Sar. Tell him to spare his person for the preseot* 
And that I will not i^are my own — and say, 
I come* 

JPania. There's victory in the veiy word. 

ii:xii Fama. 

Sar. Altada — Zames—forth, and wm ye\ There 
Is all in readiness. in the armoury. 
See that the.women are bestow'd in safety 
In the remote apartments: let a guard 
Be set before them, with strict charge to quit . 
The post but with their lives — command it, Zames; 
Altada, arm yourself, and return heret 
Your post is near our person. 

[Exeunt Zamu, Altada^ and all tm/e Myrrha* 
Enter Sferd and others vdth the Km^e omu^ & e. 

Sfero. King! your armour. 

Sar. {arming himidf.) Give me Uie cuirass — so: my 
baldric; now 
My sword; I had forgot the faelro* where is it? 
That's well — no, 'tis too, heavy; you mistake, too*- 
It was not this I meant, but that which bears 
A diadem around it. 
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Sfero. Sire, I deem'd 

That too conspicuous from the precious stones 
To risk your sacred brow beneath — ^and, trust me. 
This is of better metal though less rich. 

Sar. You deem'd! Are you'tootumMarebeV Feflow! 
Your part is to obey: return, said— no- 
It is too late— I wiU gt> forth without it/' 

Sfero, At least wearthis. 

Sar, * Wear Caucasus* why, 'tia 

A mountain on my temples. 

Sfero, Sire, the meanest 

Soldier goes not forth thus exposed to battle. 
All men will recognize you— for the storm 
Has ceased and the moon breaks Ibrth in her brightness. 

Sar. I go forth to be recognized, and thus 
ShaH be so sooner. Now— my spear* Tm arm'd. 

[£ig(nng Bftops sk&rt and turns to Sfero. 
Sfero— I hadforgfotten — bring the mirror.* 

Sfero, The mirror, sire? 

Sar, Yes, sir, of polishM brass. 

Brought from tfia spoils of India — ^but be speedy. 

[Exit Sfero, 

Sar, Myrrha, retire unto a place of safety. 
IVhy went you not forth with the dther damsels? 

Myr, Because my place is here. 

Sar, And when I am gon< 

Myr. Ifi^ow. 

Sar, Ymf to battle? 

Myr, If it were so, 

'Twere not the first Greek ^1 had trod ^e path. 
1 wilj await here your return, 

Sar, The place 

Is spacious, and the first to be sought out, 

* ** Such the mirrop O'tho held 
In Uie lilynsn field.'*— See JveemA, 
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If they prevail; and, if it should be so. 
And I return not-^— 
Myr. Sti]]j( we meet again. 

Sar, How? 

Myr. In the ^ot where all milBt meet at last- 

In HaMles! if there be, as I believe, 
A shore beyond the Styz; and if there be not. 
In a^es. 
Sar. Dar'st tkiou so much? 
Myr, I disre all things 

Except survive what I have loved, to be 
A rebel's booty: forth, and do your bravest. 
Re-enter' Sftro with the marror, 
Sar. (looking at MtMelf. ) This cmrass fits me well, the 
baldric bettcs', 
And the helm not at all. Methinks, I seem 

[FUn^s taoay the'keimet after trying it agaifu 
Passing well in these toys; and now to prove them, 
ATtada! Where's Altada? 

Sfero» Waiting, are. 

Without: he has your shield in readiness. 

Sar. True; 1 fdrgot he is my shield-bearer 
By right of blood, derived from age to agfe. 
Myrrha, embrace me; yet once more — once more— 
Lovfe me, whatever betide. My chiefest gkny ^ 
Shall be to make me worthier of your love. 
Myr» Go foftb* and conquer! 

[Exit Sardanapabi9 andSfero^ 
' Now, I am alone. 
All are gone forth, and of that all how few 
Peifeaps return. Let him but vanquish, and 
Me perish! If he vanquish not, I peribh; 
For I will not outlive him. He has wound 
About my lieart, I know not how nor why. 
Kot for that be is king; for now his kingdom 
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Hocks underneath his throne, and the earth yawns 
To yield him no more of it than a g^re; 
And yet I love him more! Oh, mighty Jove*. 
Forgave this monstrous love for a barbarian. 
Who knows not of Olympus: yes, I love him 

Now, now, far more than Uaik^^to the war shout! 

Methinks it nban me. If it should be so^ 

[ She draws forth a smaU phkl. 
This cunning Colchian poison, which my father 
Leam'd to compound on Euxine shores, and taught ne 
How to preserve, shall free me! It had freed me 
^ng ere this hour, bat that 1 loved, until 
1 half forgot I was a slaVe:*— where all 
Are slaves save one, and proud of servitude, 
8o they are served in turn by something lower 
In the degree of bondagpe, we forget 
That shackles worn like ornaments no less 
Are chains. Again that .shout! and now the clash 
Of arms — and now— and now — 

Enter AUada. 

AHada, Ho, Sfero, ho^ 

Myr, He isfiot here; what wouldsl thou with<him? Hew 
Goes on the conflict? 

AUada. Dubiously and fiercely. 

Myr. And the king? 

AUada. Uke a king. I must And Sfero, 

And bring him a new spear and his own helmet. 
He fights till now bare-headed, and by far 
Too much exposed. The soldiers knew his (ace. 
And the foe too; and in the moon's broad light. 
His silk tiara and his flowing hair 
Make him a mark too royal. Every arrow 
l3 pointed at the fair hair atid fair features. 
And the broad fillet which crowns both. 

Myr, ^ Ye gods, 
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Who fulinine o'er my fathers' land, protect him! 
Were you sent by the king? 

Mada,- By Salemenes, 

Who sent me privily upon this charge, 
Without the knowledge of the careless sovereign. 
The king! the king fights as he revels! ho! 
What, Sfero! I will seek the armoury. 
He must be there. [Eooit JtUada. 

}fyri. *Tis no dishonour — no — 

'TIS no (Ushonour to have loved this man. 
I almost wish now, what I never wish'd 
Before, that he were Grecian. If Alcides 
Were shamed in wearing t.ydian Omphale's 
She-g^arb, and wielding her vile distaff; surely 
He, who tarings up a Hercules at once, 
Nurs'd in effeminate arts from youth to manhood. 
And rushes £rom the banquet to the battle. 
As though H were a bed of love, deserves • » 

That a Greek girl should be his paramour. 
And a Greek bard his minstrel, a Greek tomb 
His monument. How g^es the strife, sir? 

Enter an Officer, 

Officer. Lost, 

Lost almost past recovery. Znmes! Where 
Is Zames? 

Mfyr. Posted with tlie guard appointed 
To w«tch before the apartment of the women. 

[Exit Officer. 

Jllfjfr^ iwha.) He's gone; and tcld no more than that all's 
What need have I to know mdre? In those words, [losti 
^Those Uttle words, a kingdom and a king, 
A line of thirteen age», and the Hves 
Of thousands^ and the fortune of all left 
With life, are merged; and I, too, with the greats 
Like a small bubble breaking with the wave 

vei*. IV. — N ..- 
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Vlluch bare it, dull be Mthii^. At &e 
If J hie is in HIT keepings no 
SLjJI count me with bis qxMls. 

Pama. Awwf 

If ynlu, witboat del^r; we amst i 
A mooieiit— 4il that's left «9 nov. 

Jfyr. Tliei 

PamoL Sent me here to coofcct ycm hence^ buiarf 
The riFer by a^eciet p Mss y e, 

U^. Then 

He Urea 

And charged Me to seom jvor fie, 



And beg* you to five on for his fldcc^ <3 
Ue can rejcMn jov* 

il^. Win he then give V17? 

PoRM. NottiillhehHL Stfll, 86D he dbes whate'c'r 
Deapsr can do; and atep hf abqi daipiites 
The very pdace. 

Mt/r. They we here^ 1faen:*-«y9 

Thar ahoiita oome tinging tfaroogfa the ancient hallft, 
^eftt profimed by rd>el edioea till 
This fatal nigi^t. FaicweBy Aaaymi's line! 
Farewell to all of Mimrod! Bven the name 
Is now no more. 

Ptmia- Awiqr inffa' m e aw ay! 

Myr, No; 111 die here!— Away, and tell your king 
I lov'd him to the last 

Enter Smrdanapahia and Sakmena wUh SoUitn, Pania 
quiU Myrrha, andtwiget kkme^wUh them. 

Sar, Siiice it is thus. 

We'll die where we were bom — ^in our own halls. 
Serry your nuiks— stand trm. I have despatched 
A trusty aatmp for the goaid of Barnes, 
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All fresh and fkithfiil; they'll be here urhi. 
All is not over.— >Paiua look to Myrcha. 

[P^mia raurru towards Myrrha. 

SaL We have breathing time: yet one niore charge, my 

One iat Assyria! [friends-* 

Sar. Rsther say for Bactria! 

My faithful Bactrians, I will henceicffth be 
King of your nation, and we'll hold together 
This realm as province. ^ 

Sal. Hark! they come— they come. . 

Enter Bekses and jMaeea with the rebeb. 
jStrh. 8eton,wehavetiienm^ietoil. Charge! Chsige! 
Jfel. On! ont-^Hearen fights for us, and wi(2k us. — On! 
[ T%ey charge the £Sng find Sokmrnee wiih thdr iroopa, 
who defend themaekee iUiihe arrwaf of 2kuMa» wiih 
the guard before menikned* The nM» mt then 
drimn of^ andpunwd by j8akmene$9 &e. jSs the 
hk^ M going to Join thepurmit, Beleeee entsea him, 
Bel, Ho? tyrant^/ win mid this war. 
Sar, E^eil sp^ 

My warlike priest, and precious prophet, and 
Grateful and tnisfy subject: yield, I prsy thee* 
I would reserve thee for a fitter dooia» 
Bather than dip my hands in holy blotfd. 
Bel, Tlnae hour is come. 

Sat. No, thinc^Pve lately ready 

Though bat « young* astrologer, the stars; 
And ranging round the Zodiac, found thy fate 
Jn the sign of the Scorpion, wMdi prodains 
That thou wilt now ht crash'd. 
Bel. But not by thee. 

[ T^ey fii^s Beleees i» wounded and dkarmed. 
Sar, (raising hie sword to deaptdeh him, eaw&itms— Now 
call upon thy planets, will they shoot 
From the sky to preserve their seer and crecfitf 
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[A party of rebels enter and rescue Seleses. They assail 
the king, who,- in turn, is rescued by a party of his 
soldiers, who drive the rebeils off. 
The villain was a prophet after all. 
Upon them— ho! there— victory is ours. [Eoffit inpursuH. 

Myrrha (to P^inia.) Pursue! Why stand^st thou here, and 
leavest the ranks 
Of fellow-soldiets conquering without thee? 

Pania. The king\command was not to quit tliee. 

Myr, Me! 

Think not of me— a single soldier'a arm 
Must not be wanting now. I' ask no guard, 
I need no g^ard: what, with a world at^take. 
Keep watch upon a woman? Hence, I say. 
Or thou art shamed! Nay, then, / will go fortht 
A feeble female, *midst their detpen&te strife. 
And. bid thee guard me Mere— where thou should'st diield 
Thy sovereign. [ExU Myrrha. 

Pania. Yet stay, diunsell She is gone. 

If aught of HI betide her, better 1 
Had lost my life. Sardanapalus holds her 
Far dearer than his kingdom, yet he Ifights 
For that too; and can I do less than him. 
Who never flesh'd a scimitar till now? 
Myrrha, return,, and I obey you, thoi^h 
In disobedience to the monarch. {Eocit Pania. - 

Enter JiUada and Sfero, by an oppadU door. 

Altada. Myrrha! 

What, gone? yet she was here when the fight raged. 
And Pania also. Can aught have befallen them? 

Sfero. I saw both safe when late the rebels fled:.. 
They probably are but retired to make 
Their way back to the harem. 

Mada. If the king 

Prove victor, as it seems even now he must, 
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And miss his own Ionian, we are doom'd 
To worse than captive rebels. 

Sfero. Let us trace thedM 

She cannot he fled fitr; and, found, she makes 
A richer pri^e to our soft sovereign 
T^an his recovered kingdom. 

Mada. Baal hunself 

Ne'er fought more, fiercely to win empire, than 
His silken son to aave it; he defies 
All augury of foes ac friends; «nd like 
The close and siiltiy summer's day, which bodes 
A twilight tempest, hiivsta forth in such thunder 
As sweeps the airvtuul ddiigM tiie earthy . 
The vMi's iusoisitahle. 

Sfero. Not more Ihtm othew* 

AU are the sons of oixoiiinstiiioQ; away— 
Let's seek the slave out or pfepace'tohe 
Tortured for his infifttaatAon^ and 
Condemn'd without a crime. * {Exeunt 

JBnier S ai immta and SMdier^, &c. 
Sal. metriuni^is 

f lattetisg: they are beaten baScwatd fivmi the palace^ 
And we have opened regular accesa 
To the troops stationed on the pther side 
Euphratos, who may still be tnle; lyay, mutt be^ 
When they hear of our viotoi;y. But where 
Is the chief vietor^ where's the king? 

Enier iSh whwayftiii cum mih &e. umd Mfyrrha, 
Sar. SMe, biother. 

Sal, Vnhurf^ I hope. 

Sar. Mot quite; but let it pass, 

We've ^Sii^ the p a hce 

Sal. * And ithiM tiM eity. 

(Kir numbers gather^ and I hihre oideiVi Olyvnad 
A cldud of (iirdliMM, hittwlt64Kiieiip^ 

N 2 
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All fresh and fiery, to be pour'd upon them I 

In their retreat, which soop wiU be a flight. 

Sar. It is already, or at least they marched | 

Faster than I could follow with my Bactrians, 
Who spared no speed. I am spent; g^ve me a seat. 
Sal. There stands the throne, jrire. 
Har, 'Ti» no place to rest on, 

For mind nor body: let me havQ a couch, 

[They phct a seat. 
A peasant's sto(d, I care not what: so— > now 
I breathe more freely. 

Sai, This gpreat hour has. proved 

The brighte8t«iid most gloriotts of your Itfe. 

Sar. And the most tiresome. Where's my cup-bearer? 
Bring me some wtiter. 

Sal, (smtlin^.) 'Tb the first time he 

Ever had such an ofder: even I, 
Your most austere of counsellors^ would now 
Suggest a purfRer beverage. 

Scar. Blood*— doi^ltless. 

liut there's enough of tfa^^^ed; as for wine, 
I have learn'd to-nigfat the price of the pure element: 
Thrice have I drank of it, and thrice renew'd. 
With greater strength than the grape ever g«ve me. 
My charge upon the rebelSf Where's the soldier 
Who gave me water in his l^elmet? 

One of the Guards, Slain^ aiie! 

An arrow ptenced his bndn, wlale, acattenng 
The last drops from his helm, he stood in act 
To place it on his brows. 

Sar, &\mA unrewarded! 

And slain to serve my thirsts that's iwrd, poetalftvet 
Had he but Ured, I would have gorged hint with 
Gold: all the ^okd of earth could ne'er repay 
The pleasure of that draught; for I wa» parckM 
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As I am now. [^^^y bring water-^he drinks, 

I live ag^in — ^from henceforth 
The goblet I reserve for hours of love. 
But .war on water. 

Sell. And that bandage, sire^ 

Which girds your arm? 

&'ar. . A scratch from brave Belests. 

3Iyr, Oh! he is wounded. 

&ar. Not too much of that; 

And yet it feels a little stiff and painful. 
Now i am cooler. 

M^. You have bound it with-— — 

Sar, The fillet of my diadem: the first time 
That ornament was ever aught to me 
Save an incumbrance. 

Myr, {to the Jttendanta.) Summons bpeedily 
A leech of the most skilful: pray* retire; 
I will unbind your wound and tend it, 

Sar, Do so. 

For now it throbs sufEoiently; but what 
Know'st thou of wounds? yet wherefore do I ask. 
Know'st thou, my brother, where I lighted on 
This minion? 

SaL Herding with the other females, 

like frighten'd antelopes. 

Sar, No: like the dam 

Of the young lion» femininely raging, 
(And femininely meaneth' furiously, 
Because all passions in excess are female,} 
Against the hunter fiyiog with her cub. 
She urg^d on with her voice and gesture, and 
Her floating hair and flashing eyes, the soldiers 
In lUe pursuit. 
Sal. Indeed! . ^c 

Sar, * You see, this night, je. 
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Made watriors of more than me. I paused 

To look upon her, and her kindled cheek; 

^er laige black eyes, that flashed through her long hair 

As it stream'd o'er her; her blue veins that rose 

Along her most transparent brow; her nostril 

Dilated from its symmetry; her lips 

Apart; her voice that clove through all the din, / 

As a lute's pierceth through the cymbal's clash, 

Jarr'd but not drown'd by the loud brattling; her 

Waved arms, more dazzling with their own bom whiteness 

Than the steel her hand held, which she caught up 

From a dead soldier's grasp; all these things made 

Her seem unto the troops a prophetess 

Of victory, or Victory herself. 

Come down to hiul us hers. 

Sal (aside.) This is too much: 

Again the love*fit's on hfan, and all's lost, 
Unless we turn his thoughts. 

{Aloud,) But pray thee, sire, 
Think of your wound — ^you ndd even now 'twas painful.. 
' Sar, That's true, too; but 1 mtnt not think of it. 

Sal I have look'd to aU^hings needM, and will now 
Receive reports of progress made in such < 

Orders as I had given, and then return 
To hear your fUMher pleasure. 

Sar. Be it so. 

Sal (in retiring.) Myirha! 

Myr, Frifiee. 

Sal Toubave skownaioidtiHdgilt 

Which, w^ he not my sister^s lord But noir 

I have no tiaie: tiioii lov'at the ki»g? 

Myr, ' I Itfre 

Sardanapalns. 
, Sal ' But wouldsthav^ him kuijg^ still? 
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Myr, I would not have him less than what he should be^ 

iSfa/. Well, then, to have him king, and yours, and all 
He should, or should not be; to have him live. 
Let him not sink back into luxury. 
You have more power upon his spirit than 
l^isdom within these walls, or fierce rebellion 
Baging without: look well that he relapse n«t. 

Myr. Xliere needed not the voice of Salemenes 
To urge me on td this: I will not fail. 
All that a woman's weakness can 

S€U. Is power 

Omnipotent o'er such a heart as his; 
Exert it wisely. [Exit Salemenes, 

Sar. Myrrha? what, at whispers 

With my stem brother? I shall soon be jealous. 

Myr. '(smiling.) You have cause, Mre; for on the earth 
there breathes not 
A man more worthy of a woman's lOve — 
A soldier's trust — a subject's reverence — 
A king's esteem— the whole world's admiration! 

'Sar. Praise him, but not so warmly, 1 must not 
Hear' those sweet lips groM*^ eloquent in aught 
That throws me into shade; yet you speak truth. 

Myr. And now retire, to have your wound look'd to. 
Pray, lean on me. 

Sar, Yes, love! but not from pain. 

[Exeunt omnea* 



ACT IV.— SCENE I. 

Sardanapaluri discovered sleeping upon a couch and occa* 
sianally disturbed in his slumbers, with Myrrlta watching, 

Myr. {sola, gazing.) I have stolen upon his rest, if rest 
Wluch thus convulses slumber: shall I wake him? [it be. 
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No, he seems calmer. Oh, thou god of quiet! 

Whose reigti is o'er seal'd eyelids and soft dreams. 

Or deep, deep sleep, so a^ to be unfathom'd. 

Look like thy brother, Death — so — still— so stirless^ • 

For then we 9re happiest, as it may be, we 

Are happiest of all within the realm 

Of thy stem, silent, and unwakening- twin. 

Again be moves— again the play of psun 

Shoots o'er liis features, aa the sudden g^st 

Crisps the reluctant lake that lay so calm 

Beneath the mountain shadow; or the blast 

BufHes the autumn leaves, that drooping cfing 

Faintly and motionless to their loved boughs. 

I must awake him—yet not yet: who knows 

From what I roiise him? It seems pain; but If 

I quicken him to heavier pain? The fever 

Of this tumultuous night, the grief too of 

His wound, though slight, may cause all thu, and shake 

Me more to see than him to Suifer. No: 

Let Nature use her own maternal means, — 

And I await to second not disturb fa^r. 

Sar. ((gwakening.) Not so— although ye multipfied tfa^ 
And gave them to me as a realu)! to share [stara. 

From you and with you! I would not so purcbaae 
The empire of eternity. Hence— hence- 
Old hunter of ^e earliest brutes! and ye, 
"Who hunted fellow-creatures as if brutes; 
Once bloody mortals— and now bloodier idols, 
If your priests lie not! And thou, ghastly beldame! 
Dripping with dusky gove, and trampHng on 
The carcasses bf rhde— away! away! 
Where am I? Where the spectress? Where— No— that 
Is no false phantom: I should know it 'midst 
All that the dead dare glbomily raise up 
FromI thetf hhck gulf to daunt tlie living. Myrrlia r 
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M^. AUsl liiou art pale, and on thy brow the drops 
Gather like niglit dew. My beloved, hush^ 
Calm thee. Thy speech seems of another wprld. 
And thou art loved of this. Be of good cheer; 
All will go well. 

Hot, Thy hand-^BO — 'tis thy hand; 

'Tis flesh; grasp—clasp— yet closer, iiU I feel 
Myself that which I was. 

Myr. At least know me 

For what I am, and ever must be— thine. 

Sar, I know it now. I know this life again. 
Ah, Myrrha! . I have been where we shall be. • 

Myr. My lord! 

Sar. I've been i' the grave— where worms are lords 
And.kingB are^— But I did not deem it so; 
I thought 'twas nothing. 

Myr. Sq it is: except 

Unto the timid, who anticipate 
That which may never be. 

Sar. Oh» Myrrha! if 

Sleep shows such things, what jn»y not death disdote? 

Myr. I know no evil death can show, whieh life 
ilas not already shown to those who live 
Embodied longest, if there be indeed 
A shore, where mind survives, twill be «» aftin^ 
All unincorporatCN or if there flits 
A shadow of this cumbrous elog of cUy, 
Which stalks,. methinks, between our soUls and heav^ 
And fetters us to earth— at least the phantom, 
Whate'er it have to fear, will not feai* death. 

Sar, I fear it not; but I have fclt-^ve seen— 
A legion of the dead. 

Myr. And so have I. 

The dust we tread upon was once alive. 
And wretched. But proceed: what, hast tbouMen? 
Speak it, 'twill lighten thy dimm'dmind. 
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Sar. Methought-— 

Mi/r. Yet pause, thou art tired — in pain — exhausted; aU 
"Which can impair hoth strength and spirit; $eek 
Rather to sleep aguin. 

Sar. Not now — I would not 

Dream; though I know it now to be a dream. 
"What I have dreampt: — ^and canst thou bear to hear it^ 

Myr. I can bear all things, dreams of life or death. 
Which 1 participate with you, in semblance 
Or full reality. 

Sar. And this look'd real, 

I teil you: after that these eyes were open, 
I saw them in their -flight — ^for then they fled. 

Myr. Say on. 

Sar. I saw, that is, I dream'd myself 

Here — ^here— even where we are, guests as we were. 
Myself a host that deem'd himself but g^est. 
Willing to equal all in social i^edom; 
But, on (ny right-hand and my left, instead 
Of thee and Zames, and our customed meetings 
Was ranged on my left-hand a haughty, dark. 
And deadly face-~I oovHd not recognize it. 
Yet I had seen it, though I knew not where; 
The features were a giant's, and the eye 
Was still, yet lighted; his long locks curPd down 
On his vast bust, whence a huge quiver rose 
With shaft-heads feathered from the eagle's mng, 
That peep'd up bristUng through his serpent hujr. 
I invited him to fill the cup which stood 
Between us, but he answered not^— I fill'd it-^ 
He took it not, but stared upon me, till 
I trembled at the fix'd glare of his eye: 
I frown'd upon him as a king should irown— 
He frown'd not in his turn, but look'd upon me 
With the same aspect, which appall'd me iniorer 
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Because it changed not; and t turn'd for refuge 
To milder guests, and sought them on the right, 
Where thou were wont to be. But [Hepausea, 

Myr, What instead? 

Sar, In thy own chair— thy own place in the banquet— 
1 sought thy sweet face in the circle— but 
Instead — a gray-hair'd, withered, bloody-eyed. 
And bloody-handed, ghastly, ghostly thing, 
Female in garb, and crown'd upon the brow. 
FuRow'd with years, yet sneering with the passion 
Of vengeance, leering too with that of lust. 
Sate:— my yeins curdled. 

Myr, Is this all? 

8ar. Upon"* 

Her right-hand — her lank, bird-like right-hand — rtood 
A goblet, bubbling o'er with blood; and on 
Her left, another, iill'd with— what I saw not^ 
But tum'd from it and her* But all along 
The table sate a range of crowned wretches, 
Of various aspects, but of one expresmon. 

Myt. And felt you not this a mere yision? 

Sat. No: 

It was so palpable, I could have touch'd them* 
I tum'd from one face to another, in 
The hope to find at last one which I knew 
Ere I saw theirs: but no-4dl turn'd upon me. 
And stared, but neither ate nor dranJc, but stared> 
Till I grew B((Hie, as they seera'd half to be. 
Yet breathing stone, for I felt life in them^ 
And life in me: there was a horrid kind 
Of sjrmpathy between us, as if they 
Had lost a part of death to come to me, 
And I the half of life to sit by them. 
We were in an existence all apart 
voi«. iv« 
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From heaven or earth And ratlier let me se« 

Death all than such a being! 

^^yr. And the end? 

Sar, At last I sate marble as they, when rose 
The hunter, and the crew; and smiling on me— 
Yes, the eitlargfed but noble aspect of 
The hunter smiled upon me— 1 should say, 
His lips, for his eyes moved not— and the woman's 
Thin lips relaxM to something like a smile. 
Both rose, and the crown'd figures on each hand 
Ro*^ also^ as if aping their chief shudes— 
Mere mimics even in death— but I sate still: 
A desperate courage crept through every limb, 
And at the laat 1 fear*d them not, but laugh'd 
Full in their phantom faces. But then— then 
The hunter laid his hand on mine; I took it. 
And grasp'd it— but it melted from my own» 
While he too vanish'd, and left nothing but 
The memory.of a hero, for he look'd so. 

Myr, And was: the ancestors of heroes, too» 
And thine no less. 

'^^' Ay, Myrrha, but the woman. 

The female who remain'd^ she flew upon me. 
And btirnt my lips up with her noisome kisses. 
And, fling^g down the goblete on each hand, 
Methoughtt their poisons flow'd around us, till 
Each form'd a hideous river. Still she clung; 
The other phantoms, like a row of statues, 
Stood dull as in our temples, but she still 
Kmbiaced me, while f shrunk from her, iis if. 
In lieu. of her remote descendant, I 
Had been Ihe son who slew her for her incest. 
Then— then-^ chaos of all loathsome tliinga *" 
Throng'd thick and shapeless: I was dead, vet feelinff^-- 
liuriccl, and raised again^-consumed bv wjms 
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Purg^ed by the flames, and wither'd in the air! 
1 can fix nothing inrther of my thoughts, 
Save that I longed for tliee, and sought for thee, 
In all these agonies, and woke and found thee. 

Mffr. So shalt thou find me ever at thy aide. 
Here and hereafter, if the last may be. 
But think not of these things — the mere creations 
Of late events acting upon a frame 
Unused to toil, yet over- wrought by toil 
Such as might try tlie stemebt. 

Sar» I am better. 

N^ow that I see thte once mpre, whai was seen 
Seems nothing. 

Enter Salemenee, 

SaL Is the king so soon mirake? 

iSar. Yes brother, and I would I h»d not slept; 
For all the predecessors of our line 
liose up, methought^ to drag me down to them. 
My father was amongst them, too; but he» 
I know not why, kept f«>m me, leaving me 
Between the hunter founder of oiur race. 
And her, 1^« homicide and husband-killer, 
Whoro y0U call glorious. 

Sal, So 1 term you alar. 

Now you have shown a spirit like to hers. 
Uy day-break 1 propose that we set forth, . 
And cliarge once mdre the rebel crew, who still 
Xeep gathering head, repulsed, but Hot quite quellM. 

Sar, Uow wears the nightf 

Sid. Tliere yet remain some hours 

Of darkness: use them for your further rest. 

Sar, No, not to-night, if 'tis not gone: methotight 
I pass'd houn in thirt vision. 

Myr^ Scarcely one; 

I watchM by y^Ni: it was a heavy hour. 
But an hour only. 
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Sar, Let us then hold council; 

To-morrow we set forth. 

SaL But ere tliat time, 

I had A grace to seek. 

Sar, *Tis g^nted. 

SaL Hear it 

Ere you reply too readily; and 'tis 
For your car only. 

jl/yr. Pruiccy I take my leave. 

[E^JIfyrrka. 

Sal, That slave deserves her freedom. 

Sar. Freedom (Mily! 

That slave deserves to share a'throne. 

Sal* Your patience— 

*Tis not yet vacant, and 'tis of its partner 
I come to speak with you. 

Sar. How! of the queen? 

Sal. Even so. I judged it fitting for their safety. 
That, ere the dawn, she sets forth with her children 
For Faphlagonia; where our kinsman Cotta 
Governs; and there at all events seoure 
My nephews and your sons their lives, and witfi them 
Their just pretensions to the crown in case 

Sar. I perish — as is probable: well thought- 
Let them set forth a sure esooit. 

Sal. That 

Is all provided, and the galley ready 
To drop down the Euphrates; but ere they 
Depart, will you not see 

Sar. My sons? It m.ay 

Unman my heart, and the poor boys will wee^t 
And what can I reply to comfort Uiem, 
Save with some hollow hopes, and iU-wora smiles^ 
You l^now I cannot feign. 

Sal But you can feel; 
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At least, I trust so: in a word, the queen 
Requests to see you eie you part — for ever. 

Sar. Unto what end? what purpose? 1 will g^nt 
Aught — all that she can ask — bat s^cli a meeting*. 

Sal, You know, or ought to know, enough of women, 
Since you have studied tliem so steadiljr. 
That wliat they ask in aught that touches on 
The heart, is dearer to their feelings or 
Their faui^, than the whole external worM. 
I think as you do of my sister's wish; 
But 'twas her wish-^she is my sister — you 
Uer husband — will you grant it? 

Sar, 'Twill be useless: 

But let her come. 

Sal. 1 go. [Ejfit SaUmmefi. 

Sar, We kavc lived asunder 

4 

Too long to meet again-— and now to mceti 
Have I not cares enow, and pangs enow, - 
T'o bear rloue, that wc must mingle sorrows. 
Who have ceased to mingle love? 

jR^-erUer Sakmenes^'and Zarina. 

Sal, My sister! Courage: 

Shame not our blood with trembling, but reoember 
From whence we sprung. The queen is ppesent, sire, 

Zar. I pn^ thee, brotiier, leave me, 

Sai, Since you ask it. 

[Exit Sakmenes, 

Zar- Alohf witb him! H«w many a year has past. 
Though ^e are still^so young, sinoe wahavc me^ 
Which I have worn in widowhood of heart. 
He Jored me»not: yet hit seems little changed — 
ehaiiged tB me only^— wt>uld the change M(ere mutual! 
He speaks not^-scarce regards me— not a word— 
Nor look— yet he was «Qft of voice and aspect, 
jndifferent, not austere. My lord! 
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Sar, Zarina! 

Zar. No, not Zarina— do not say Zarina. 
That tone— tjiat word— anmhilate !ong years, 
And things which make them longer. 

Sar, 'Tis too late 
To think of these past dreams. Let's not reproach- 
That is, reproach me not— for the last time 

J25<w. And/r«f. Ine'erreproacli'dyou. 

Sar. 'Tisteosttrue^ 

And that repioof comes heavier on my heart 
Than ^Uut our hearts are not in our own power. 

Zar. Not hands; but I gave both. 

Sar, Youp brother said. 

It was your will to see me, ere you went 
FronvNineveh with {He hesitates.) 

Zar. Our children: it is true 

I wish'd to thank you that you have not divided 
My heart fn>iQ sin that's left it now to love— 
Those who are yours and mine, who look like yon. 
And look upon me as you look'd upon m& 
Once-r-But they fabve ibt changed. 

Sar. Nor eror wtU. 

I fain would biftve them dutiful. 

Zar. Icherith 

Those infants, not alme irofki the blind lovie > 
Of a fond mtfth^, but as », fond woman. 
They are now the only tie between us. 

Sar. Beenviiot 

I have not done yoif justice: rather make them 
Resemble youfrown line, than their own sire. 
I trust them with you— to yo\i: fit them' for 
A throne, or, if that be denied^— Ton have heaffl 
Of tlus night's tumults? 

Zur. ' 1 had halflEbigotteit, 
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And could have welcomed any gnef, save youn 
Which gave me to behold yotir face agun. 

Sar. The thfone^I say it not in fear— but 'tis 
In peril; they perhaps may never mount it: 
But let them not for this lose sight of it. 
I will dare all things to becpeath it them; 
But if I fiul, then they must win it back 
Brflyely— and, won, wear it wisely, not as I 
Have wasted down my royalty. 

Zar. They ne'er 

Shall know ftom me of aught but what may honour 
Their father's memory. 

Sar. Ra&er let them hear 

The truth fhrni you than fh)m a trampling world; 
If they be in adverq^y, theyll leam 
Too soon the scorn ofdrow^ for cmwnless princes, 
And find that all their fatfier's sins are theirs^ 
My boys!— I could have borne it Were I.chMdtesa^ 

^ar, OlH do not say so— do not poison all 
My peace left, by unwishin|f that thou wert .. 
A fiith'er. If tAou conquerest, thay shall reign. 
And honour him w4o saved the realm for them. 
So little eared fbr as his own; and i f 

Sar. 'Tis Idst, A cauth will cry out thank your father! 
And they will swdl tiie echo with a ctirse. 

SSar. That they ahaS never d«; but tather honour 
The name of him, who, dying hke a king. 
In his last hours did more for his own memory. 
Than many monarchs in a length of days, 
Which date the flight of time, but make no annals* 

Sar. Our annals druw perchance unto their close; 
But at th^ least; whate'er the past, their end 
ShaH be like their beginning— memorable. 

Zar. Tet, be notraah—be careful of your IMj^ 
Live but for those who love. 

Sar. And who are they? 
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A slave wkoknresfram posson— 111 not saj * 

Ambition — the has seen timiies shake, and lores; 

A few friends vfao have icvell'd till we ace 

As ooe, for they are nothing if I &!!; 

A brother I have injured^-childcen whom 

1 hare neglected, and a spouse 

iSor. Who loves. 

Sar. And pardoiK? • 

Zar. I have never thought of this. 

And cannot pardon till I have condemn'd. 

Sar. Ujrwife! 

Zar. Now blessings on thee for tliat word! 

I never thought to hear it mote-^from thee. 

^iiar. 9h\ thou wilt hear it from mj subjects. Yes — 
lliese slaves, whoa% 1 have nurtured, jianiper'd, fed. 
And swoln with peac«^ aa^ gvged with plentj, till 
They reigu themselves—all monaichs in their raaftsions — 
Now swarm fiifldi in reboUion, and demand 
His death, who made tbfo lives a jubilee 
While the fe^ \ipoa whom I htKve no elaim 
Are faithful! This is tru^^ y^ moDstrou;^ ' 

Zar. ^ 'Tis, 

Perhaps too natural; Ihr benefits 
Torn'poison in bad minds. * 

Sar, A(td good ones make' 

Good out of eviL Happier than the bee, • 
Which hives hot but from wholesome flowers. 

Zar, Then reap^ 

The honey, nor inquire whence 'tis deriled. 
Be satisfied- -you are not all abandou'd. 

Sar. My life insures me that. Hpw long, bethink you^ 
Were not I yet a king, should 1 be mortah 
That is, where mortals are, not where they must'be.^ 

Zar, I know not. But yet live for my— that is. 
Your children's saket 
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Sar. My gentle, wronged Zarina! 

I am the yery slave of circumstance 
And impulse— borne away with every breath! 
Misplaced upon the throne — misplaced in life. 
I know not what I could have been» but fbel 
I am not what I should be— let it end. 
But take this with thee: if I was not form'd 
To prize a love like thine, a mind like thine, 
Nor dote even on thy beauty-His Fve doted 
On lesser channs» for no cause mv that such 
Devotion wm a duty, and I hated 
All that look'd Uke a chain for me or otfaen^ 
(This even lebeltion must avouch;) yet hear 
These words, perhaps amoog my last— that none 
£re valued more thy virtues^ though he knew nibt 
To profit by them — as the miner lights 
Upon a vein of virgin ore, diacov^ng 
That which avails him nothing: he hath found il^ 
Bat tisnot his— but some superior's, who 
Pkc'd him to dig» but not divide the wealth 
Which sparkles at his feet; nor dare he lift 
Nor poise it, but must grovd on upturning 

The sullen earth. 
Zar, Oh! ifthou hast at length 

Discovered that my love is worth esteem, . 

I aik no more— but let us hence together. 

And /— Ut me say toe— shall y«t be happy. 

Assyria ia not all the earth— we'll iind 

A world out of our oim— 4ind ho moi'e blest 

Than I have ever beon, or thou, with all 

An empire to iaiulge thee. 

Enier Sitianene$. 
Stti, I must part ye — 

The nwments, whioh must not be lost, are passiki^^ 
Zar, Inhuman brother! wilt thou thus weigh o<it 

Instants so high and blest? 
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SaL Blest! 

Zar, He hath been 

So gentle with me, that I cannot think 
Of quitting. 

Sal. So— this feminine fiirewell 

Ends as such piutings end, in no departure. 
I thought as much, and yielded against all 
My better bodinga. But it mubt not be. 

Zar. Notbef 

Sal, Remahi and perish 

Zar, With my husband — 

Sal, And children. 

Zar. Alas! 

SaL Hear me sister, like 
My sistef: all's prepafted to make your safety 
Certain, and of the boys too, oar last hopes. 
'Tis not a single question of mere feeling, 
Though that were much— but 'tis a point of state. 
The rebels would do more to seize upon 
The offspring of fheir sovereign, and so crush 

Zar. Ah! do not name it. 

SaL Well, then, mark ifie: when 

They are safe beyond the Median's grasp, the rebels 
Have miss'd their chief aim^the extinction of 
The line of Nimrod. Though the present king 
Fall, his sons live for victory and vengeance. 

2jar, But could not I remain, alone? 

SaL What? leav» 

Tour children, with two parents and yet orphans^ 
In a strange land—- so young, swdiilant? 

2ktr. No*- 

My heart will br^ak. 

SaL Now you know all-^decide, 

Sar. SSsrina/he hath spoken well, and we 
Must )ieid awhile to this necessity. 
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Remaining heffe, yoa may loose all; depaiting*. 
You save the better part of what is left 
To both of US| and to auch loyal hearts 
As yet beat in these kingdoms. 

iSaL The tim« pvtsses. 

Sar, Go, then. If e'er we, meet again, perhaps 
I may be worthier of you — and, if not. 
Remember that ray faults, though not aton'd for, 
Are ended. Yet, I dread thy natura will 
Griere more above the blighted name flhd ashes 
Which once where mightiest in Assyria— than— ^ 
But I grow womanish ag^n, and must not^ 
I must leani stemiMss now. — My skis have all 
Been of the softer wdet—^kide thy tears«> 
I do not bid thee not to shed them-^-Hwere 
Easier to stop Eupl^rates at its source ' 
Than one tear of a true and tender heart*- 
But let me nel^ behold them: tfiey unman me 
Here when I had re-meiui% in^selC JHy brother. 
Lead her awj^yi 

Ear. Oh, God! I never shall 

Behold him mord " [obey'd. 

Sal. {etrivng to conduct her.) Nay, sister^ 1 must be 

Zdor. I must rcmaiu-*-awayl yop ^^tiall no^ hold me. 
"What, shall he die alone?— /live aloneP 

Sal He shall md die aloae; but lonely you 
Hava lived for jltiaia. 

Zar. That's false! I knew he IsYed, 

And lived upon his image— let me go! 

Sal, [conducting her ojf the stage,) Nay, then I must 
use some fraternal force. 
Which you will pafdon. 

Zar. Never. Help me! Oh! 

Sevdanapalus, wlk thou thus behold me 
Tom from thee. 
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Sal, Nay— then all is lost again. 

If that thift moment is not gain'd, 

Zar. My brain tunuh- 

My eyes fail— where is he? [Shefaintt. 

Sar, imehmnemg,) No«-aet her down^ 

She's dead-— and yon have slain her. 

Sal, *tiB the mere 

Faintneis of o'eivwrought pasnon: in the air 
She will recover. Pray, keep back.— [ JiMe.] I most 
Avail myself of this scde moment to 
Pear het to where her eUldren are embark'd, 
I' the royal gaUey on the river. 

[Sakmeftmbeankefof. 

Sar, (ao/iM.) This, too— 

And this too mnat I sttfeir— I, who never 
Inflicted purposely on human hearts 
A vohmtary pang! But that is false— . 
She loved me» and I loved her. Vktal pasdmi! 
Why dost tbou not ^xpire ai oiisain .hearts 
Which thou hast lighted up at once? Zarifla! 
I must pay deftily for the desolation 
Now brought u(>on thee. Had I never kved 
But thee, I should have l>een an unopposed 
Monarch, of hqnoQxing nations. To what gulfii 
A single deviation 6K>m the tfack 
Of human duties leads even those who claim 
The homage of mankind as their bom d*e. 
And find it, till they forfeit it themselves! 

JSftiet JU^frAa* 

Sar, F«ttherie! WhocslPdyou? 

Myr, No one— but i heard 

Far off a voice of wail and lamentation. 
And thought—^ 

Sar, It fbims no povtkm.of your duties 

To enter here t|ll sought for. 
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Mry, Though 1 mi^t^ 

Perhaps, recall some soft^ words of yiours 
(Although they too wen chiding,) whjph reproved me. 
Because I ever <fr«iclbd to oitirudei 
Besisting my owit wiill and your injun^stilMi 
To heed" no time nor jMresefecey but approach you 
tJncall'd for: ^retire.* 

Sar.' . Yet, atay-^betng here. • 

I pray ^ou-pavdon me;«vent^have sottr'd roe 
Till 1 wax pedvish^ieed itfbt: I sl^sEll 
Soont>e myself ag^ia. » 

Myr, rarait mi\^ pati^ncc^ 

Wha^ I sbiiB see with pleasure. 

Sar. , , .* "Scarce a monentt 

Before ^omr eiHn^ce in this half, Xarina* 
Qu^en of Assyria, departed henct. 

ifyr. Ah! * ' ' 

Sar. ' Wl^ereforedo/ou^tarW 

Myr, Did I do soP 

Sar. *Twas 4rell yoii entarM by anothef»poFtal, 
Else you hftd ane). That pang at least is spft^d her! 

Myr. I knew to feel for "her. 

Sar. That is tod much. 

And beyond nature— tis nor mutual, 
Nor posuble. You cannot pity her. 
Not she aught bu t 

Myr, Despise the favmiEite slave? 

Ncyt more than I have ever scom'd myself. 

Sar. Scorned! what, to be the envy of .your sex. 
And loid it o'er the heart of the world's lord? 

Myr. Were you the lord of twice ten thousand worlds-* 
As you are like to lose the one you sway'd^-* 
I did abase myself aa much in being 
Your paramour, aa though you were a peasant- 
Nay, more, if that the peasant were a Greek. 

VOL. iv«— P 
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Sar, Youtalkit well— - 



Mi/r. And'tyiily. 

Sar, ' ■ In the hour 

Of man's adversity all thing's grow (htpii% 
Ag^nst^he falllhg^ but aB l.flm not ' 
Quite fallen, nor now disposed to hear veproaches. 
Perhaps because I merit them too dften, « 
Let as thea part white peace^s still het^ieen us. 

3fyr, Part! . ^ ,. *• • • 

Sar, Have not all x^t human beii^s parted. 

And mu9t not all the preseflt one da^r partf 

Mi/r. Why^. 



• . • ♦ 



• » 



Sar. For your safety, which I wjM have lookM to. 

With mattomg escort to 3^)ur'hativ%>]and; 
And such gifts, as, if you have tiot been ^ 
A queen, shall make y#ur 'dowry worth a kingdom. 
' M?/r. I pray you talk not fliife. 

Sar, • * Theiqueenis gone* 

You need not shaime to follow, I would feH - 
Alone — I seek'tio partners but in pleasure. 

Mifr, And I no pleasure but inptrtiiig not 
You shaU not force me from you. 

Sar, Think Weii of it» 

It soon may be too late. 

Mtjr. So let it-he: 

For then you cannot separate me from yt>u. 

Sar, And will not; but I thought you wiah'd it. 

M^r, t 

Sar. You spoke of your abasement. 

Mt/r. And I feel It 

Deeply — more deeply than all things but lore. 

Sar. Then fly from it, 

Myr. 'Twill Adt recall ^e 

'Twill not restore my honour, nor my heart* 
No — ^here I stand or fall. If that you conquer, 
I live to joy in your great triumphs 
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Tour lot be (Mft'erent, I'll nat weep, but share it 
You did not doubt me a few hours ago. 

Sar, Your courage never— nor your love till now; 
And nope cbidd make me «|oubt it aave yourself, 
lliose words— 

Afyr, Were woadl. I pray you, let tb^ proofs 

Be in the p^sk Icto yon wertf plaulkd to pause 
lliis very night* And in my mother bearuig* 
Beside, > herettr you ar»i>om^ by fltlfe. 

JSa^.- 1 akn content; ^pid, trustia^ in my cause. 
Think we ma^ yet be victors^iid retujii 
To peace— tbe only |icto^ I covet.* 
To me war is no 0)or]|— conquest no 
Renown. To be forced thus tm upbo)djBy n^lh 
Sits heavier on my heart tllan^ thie wrongs 
These men woul|^ bow m^ doni^ yitb* Never, never 
Can I forget thia flii|^^ eve^ should I live 
To add it to the m^ory "of otherl. 
1 thcAight to have .made idlne iiu>fien8ive rule 
An era of sweet peace 'mji^st blopdy aiujials, 
A green spot amidst desert centuries, 
On which the future would turn bask aa<f smile; 
And cultivate, or sigh utmn it oould not ' 
Recall SardaAapal(ts'« g9l4en reiga. y 
I thought to Imve^jnadj^ my -rci^ a pan4ise. 
And every moon an epoch of new pl^aswea. 
I took the rabble's shout» fof Iche—the breath 
Of fiiends for tmtb— th^^ps <^ womamlbr ^ 
My only guerdon-^so^ey are, .my Myrrhas - 

' [He kiutK her. 

Kiss me. Now ^et tlie^ take my realm an^life! 
lliey shall have both, but n«ver thWl , 4 

Myr. , ^ No, n«'er! 

Han may dispoU his brother man of alt - - > 
Tliat's great or glitU»ri«^--^ig(loms fall— hoijts yielc^-* 
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Mcadf fiil— dsres fl j— and all betny—am^ more 
Than all, the most indebted— but i^ heast 
That loves without self-love! 'Tis here — bov prove it. 

BnUr Saifmma. 

SaL I sought you. — How! 8he here again? 

Sar. *■ • RetxftnBOt 

Jkwt9 Tepntdk methinki y^ as|M«t «peid» 
Of higher matter than a wqixub's presence. 

SaL The o^ woman yhon^it mwA ii iip ai t B iDe 
At such a moment^Qw u taft in ^senee. 
The que^'f emb^l^d. . « > * 

Sar, ' And i«ell? |;iy tiiat ttocli. 

Sai, , • ^ Yes. 

Her trallu^ht vea)ii«s&has^NM* o'er; at lensl^ 
Is settled into taarlefls ^encer^er^ - 
Pale facetand gtitter^ig^ejiP, alter.a glan^ < 
Upon ttsr doling children, ^efe flill flk'd 
Upon the piiac^ tpweib as the swift galley 
Stole dpWh the hunyii^strpaili ben^rth the star4ighC$ 
But^he safil nOtlUng. 

Sar»^ » W0UI4 1 felt no mfipe. ' 

Than she lias safe. 

Sal. . ' 'Tisnowtoorhitetofeel! 

Your feelings cyinot cancel a soiie|iflngp; 
To change them, my ad^^8%rin0.8ure^dfngB 
That thi rebelljiif yede^ and Chald^os, jharsbaB'd 
Sjy' th^iit^wo l^eaden, itfe.illr^ady up 
In arms again; alkd, sonying th^ranksi^ • 
Prepaid ^^o attadtl they have apparonliy 
Been join'd by other iktasps. 

Sar. Whft! mo^ reheli? 

Let us be fifi^yih^eQ. 4^ * 

Slat, • That^verp hardly pniden^ 

Now, though k wsbt our first intention. If 
By noon tb^mrow we af e join'^ hy*^i^ 
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Vre sent for by sure iDessengen, we shall be 
In strength enbi^h to venture an attack. 
Ay, and pursuit,too; but till tbeo» my voice 
Is to await the q^kset. 

Sar. - I detest 

That wut^g; tliou||^ it see^ cq^safe to figll4 
Beliind hig^ walls, and hurl doiyn foes iiUo * 

l>eepibss^ or behqld them'sprawl oi\ spikes 
Strew'd'^rea^y tareoeinfe them, st^l | li^e it not>-«- 
My soul aeems luikewanni but when I set on them, 
I'hough they were piled on mountains, I would have 
A pluck at them, or j^pMk in hotrblood! 
I^et me then charge? 

ifaL Vou talk like ^, young solder. 

Sar. I am no solc^er, but a man: speak uot 
Ofisoldiership, I loathe Hie word, and tlio^^ 
Who piide themselreft upon it; but direct me 

Where I may pour upon them- 

Soi^ You must sparer— 

To expose your Mfe tog hastily; 'tis not 
like mine or any olhor subject's breatli: 
The whole war turns upon it — with it; this 
Alone creates it, kindles, and may quench it— 
Prc^ong it— end it. 

Sdr, Then let us end both! 

»Twe» better thus, perhaps, than prolong either;^ 
rm<sck of onei per^umce of both. 

[A trumpet soutida without, 

Sal. HarJ^! 

Sar. ^^* ^*s 

Beply, not listen. 
Sal. And your wound? 

jSgy^ 'Tis bound— 

Tis heal'd— I had fofgY^ten it. Away! 
A leech's lancet would have scratched me deeper; 

P 2 
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The dwre tliat gure \i tnigfht be well ashamed 
To h«re struck so weaUy. 

SttL Now* nay npne this hour 

Strike with a bettec urn! 

Sar. Ay, if we conq^ier; 

But if not, they will only lea^^ to me 
A task they ift^t have a|»ared ihtir king. Xlfn them! 

[ T^Fumpet sounds wgain. 

Sal, famwithyott. 

Sar, • Hoy my arms! again, myibns! 

* [Exeunt. 



AOT v.— 6CBNE I. 

The mmt Mall i^ tkeJPalaee, 

Myrrha and Baku. 

* 

Myr. {at a tbfndow,) The day at last has broken. What 
Hath uaherVl it! How beautiful in heaven! [a night 

Though varied with a transitory storm, 
^ore beautifiU in that variety! 
How hideous upon earth! where peace and hope, 
And love and revel, in an hour were trampled 
By human pasnons to a human chaos, 
Not yet resolved to separate elements. ^> 
'Tis warring still! And can the sun so rise. 
So bright, so rolling back the clouds into 
Vapours more lovely than the unclouded sky 
With golden pinnacles, and snowy mountains, 
And billows purpler thanihe ocean's, making 
In heaven a glorious mockeiy of the earthy 
So like we almost deem it pennanent; 
So fleetiDg, we can scarcely call it aught 
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Bey9Q(l a. vision, 'tis so transiently 

Scattered alon|^ the eterfial vault: and yet 

It dwells upon the soul, and soothes the soul. 

And blends itself into the soul* intil 

Sunrise and sunset form tiie hawtted epoch 

Of sorrow and of love; wfaieifthey who diatk no^ 

Know not the realqps 1i^er»th»se twin genii 

(\Vho chaalen aiftl who purify our hearts^ 

So that we woiild not chan^ their tif eet rebukes 

For all the boilfcerous joyg tiiat evtr shook * v 

The air with elamour) build Ibe palaces 

Where th^ir fcfnd votjAieft repose and lireathe 

Briefly;— but in tfa«t bri^cool calm inhll^ 

£nopgh of heaven to cniMe Ihem to baar 

The redt of confmdn, heavy, hnmwi hoars^ 

And dream them thraufh in placid tuflTeranec; 

Though seeiAingly em)»loyed Hfce aU the veit 

Of toiling bieathers in allotted flMkt 

Of pain or pleasuK, two nanetf for one leeliiig', 

Which our internal, rertless agttvy 

Would varyiB*tbe sound, although the auHie 

Escapes our highest efforts to be happy. 

Balea. You muse right calmly: and can you so watch 
The sunrise which may be our last? 

Myr, It is 

Therefore that I so watch it, aad repioacli 
Those eyes which never may behold it more. 
For having looked upon it oft, too oft. 
Without the reverence and the rapture due 
To that which keeps all eardi from being, as fragile. 
As 1 am in thisform* Gooie* look Upon it» 
The Chaldee'agnd, wlu«b Wkenlgwe upiNm 
I grow almost a convert to your BaaL 

Balea, As nov he i«viia in iie«feii> «Q once on egrttt 
He swayed. 
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Myr. He sways it now fkr more, then; never 

Had earthly monarch half the peace and gioiy 
> Which centres in & sifigie ngr of his.' 
Balta, Surely he is a god! 

Myr, • So we preeks decern too; 

And yet I sdmetibies thmk tkat gorgeous orb 
Must rdther be the abode of gwb th&ii pne • ' 

Of theimmortal'sovereigns. Now he blfci^ks , * 
Throug^h.all the dmidfl, and fiHs^y eyes with lig^t • 
That shu^tlfe world oift. 1 caalbqk no iHone. 
BaUa. Hartd heaidtyoa iM>t a sound? * « 
-%r. , iNo, 't¥<as m«re fane^-*" 

They battle it Miejimd the vaU, »nd nql^ 
As in Itte midnight confliet yi the sstf 
Chambers; the palace has become a foArets 
Since that insidttous hour; andheK within 
The very cetttrc, girded h^ vas^coUrts / 
And regal halls of pyramiil |m>poftion8, 
Which must he cam«d moA hy one befoee 
They penetrate to whefcr they thea arrived. 
We are as much shut in even from the souaA' 
Of peril as from glory. 

Boka. But they reach'd 

Thus far before. 

Myr, Yes, by muinise, and were 

Beat back by valour} now at once we hftve 
Courage and vigilance to guanl us. 

Baka. May they 

Prosper! 

M%/r, That is the pmyer of many» and ; 

The dread of more: it is an anxkms hom^ 
I strive to keep it from my tlioi^hts. AIm! 
How vainly! 

BaJka* It is said the king's demeanoar 
In the late action scarcely more appall'd 
Tlie rebels than astonished his true subjects.- 
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Myr. 'Tis easy to astonish or appal 
The vuJ^ar mass which moulds a horde of slaves; 
But he did bravely. 

BaUa, S\^w he not B^leses? 

I heard the soldiers say he struck him down. 

Myr, The wretch wis overthrown, but fesoaed to 
Triumph, perhaps, o'er one who vanquished him 
In fight, as he had spared hjm in Ins petil; 
And by that heedless pity risk'd a cnnwn. 

BaUa. Uark! 

Myr, You are ri^t; some steps approachr but dowly. 
Enter sokUerB, bearing ih Sakmenea wounded^ with a 

broken jat^lin in his ndti they seat kim\»pam-me of thB 

eouebies wkiehfumM the apar^mmt, 

Myr. Oh, Jove! 

Baka. Then all is over, v 

Sal nrhatW false. 

Hew down the slave >rho lays w^ if a soldier. 

Myr. Spare bhii--4ie^ none: a me^ court butterfly. 
That fluitters io the pageant of a monarch. 
- Sal. Iiet faim Kve on then. 

m 

Myr. Sowiltthoof I«tni8t. 

. Sa^. I fain would live tMs hour out, and the event. 
But doubt it. Wherefore did ye hear m% het«? 

Soldier. By the king's order. When the javelin struck 
Ton fell and fidnted; 'twas his Jttrict command [you. 

To bear you to this hall. 

Sal. 'Twas not ill dime: . . 

For seeming slain in ttmt cold<dlzay trance, 
The nght might shake our soldiers — but— tis vun, 
^ feel it ebbing! 

Myr. Le^ me see the woundt 

I am not qufte skilless: in nty native land 
^Tis part of our instruetion. War being constant. 
We are nerved to look on such tlniigs. 
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SbUier, Best extnct 

The javelin. 

Myr, Hold* no, no^ it cannot be. 

Sai. I am sped, then! 

Myr. With the bipod that fast must follow 

The extracted weapon, 1 do fear thy Ufe. 

&aL And 1 noi death. Where was the lusut when yoa 
Convey'd me |rom the spot where 1 was stricken? 

Soldier, Upon the same ground, and encouraging. 
With voice and gesture the dispirited troops 
Who hadisoenyou fall, and frlter'd back. 

Sdi. * Whom heard ye 

Named ntet ttrthe command? 

/toJtfter. I did not hear. 

<te/. Fly, then, and tell hi^l^ 'twas my last request 
That Zames take my post until the junction. 
So hop'd for, yetdlilay'd, of Ofratanes, . 
Satrap of Suaa, Laava me here: our trod|M 
Are not so numerous-as to spare your absence. 

Soldier, But piiiice^- 

Sal, Hence, 1 say! Here is a courtier and 

A woman, t\^e best clmmber company. 
As you would not permit ma to expire 
Upon the field, I'll haye no idle soldkrs 
About my sick couch. Hence! and do my biddhig*. 

[Exmnt ike aoMiers. 

Myr, Gallant and glprious spirit! miHit the earth 
So soon resign thee? • 

Sal. QeRtfe Jityrrha, 'tis 

The end I would have chosenji had I saved 
The monarch or the monarchy by this; 
As 'tis I have not outlived them. 
Myr, You wax paler. 

Sal, Yourihandi, this broken weapon but prolongs 
My pangs without sustatoing life enougb 
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Tq make me useful: I would draw it forth 
And my life with' it, could I but hear how 
The fight goes. 

Enter tSardanapahu and soldiers, 

Sar. Afy best brother! 

IS^L - And the battl«. 

Is ^st? 

jSfer. (dispondinglg^) You see me l^ere. 

Sal. , I'd father see you thus/ 

[Be draws out the weapon from the wound and dies. 

Sar, And thus 1 wiR be seen; unless the succour, 
The last frail reed of our beleagur'd hopes 
Arrive with Ofratanes. 

jllyr. • ' Did you not 

Receive a token from your dying brother, 
App9iiitiiig Zames chief? 

Sar» I <^^* I 

Jgyr, , Where's Zames? 

Sar. Dead. 

Mifr, And Altada? 

Sar. Bying. 

mir, Pania? Sfero?- 

Sar. Pania yet lives; but Sfero's fled or captive. 
J am alone. 

Myr. And is all lost? 

Sar. Our walls, 

Though thinly viannM may still hold out against 
Their present force, or au^t save treachery: 

But i* the field- 

JS/yr. I thought 'twas the intent 

Of Salemenes not to Hsk a sally 

Till ye were strengthen'd by the expected succours. 

Sar, /overruled him. 

\£yr. Well, the fault's a brave one. 

Su^, But fatal. Oh my btothci! I would g^ve 
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The river's fiiiy must impede the assault; 
But when he shrinks into his wonted channel. 
And may be cross'd by the accustom'd barks. 
The palace is their own. 

Sar, That shall be never. 

Though men, and gods, and dements, and omens. 
Have risen up against one who ne'er proi^oked them. 
My father's house sbaH never be a cave 
For wolves to horde and howl in. '* 

Pania, Widi your sanction 

I will proceed to the spot, and take tttch measures 
For ttie assunince of the vacant space 
As time trndt^eans p»nmt. 

Sar. ^ J^vAH fltnught. 

And bring me bai^ as speedily as full 
And fair investigadon vwy permit 
Report of the tnie atate of this irruption 
Of waters. lEopeunt Pania ami the effimr. 

Myr, Thusthe vexy wavesfjw up 
Agiungt you. * • • . 

8a/r, ^ Tfaey are sot my-subjecto, g^ll. 
And nuiy be yardon'd, since they can'tbe punish'd. 
Myr» I j%y. t^ ste tliis portent shakes you ngt. 
Har. I am p^st th^ fear of portents: they qan t^U me 
Nothing ( have not^ol^myself sinoe midnight: 
Despair anticipates sucji ^ling^ 
Myr, De8pur^ 

Sat* No; no^ defipair precisAy* When wetKhow 
AU that can come, and how to meet it, oiir 
Resolves, if linn, may merit a more n<A)le 
Word than this is to g^e it utterance. 
But what are words to us? we have well nigh done 
With them and all things. 

Myr, Save one iud-^^t last 

And greatest tp all mortals; crowning act 
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Of all that was — or is — or is to be — 

The only thing common to all mankind, 

So different in their births, tong'ues, sexes, natures, 

Hues, features, climes, times, feeling, intellects. 

Without one point of union save in this, 

To which we tend, for which we're born» and thread 

The labyrinth of mystery, call'd life. 

Sar, Our clew being* well nigh wound out, let's be 
They who have nothing more to fear may well [cheerful 
Indulge a smile at that which once appall'd; 
As children at discover'd bugbears. 

Me-enier Pama. 
Pania. »Tii 

As was reported: I have order'd there 
A double guard, withdrawing from the wall 
Where it "was stron^^est the required adifition 
To watch the breach occasion'd by the waters. 

JSar, You have done your duty &ithfully, and a» 
Hy worthy Pania! further ties between us 
Draw near a close. I pray you take this key; 

[Givea a key. 
It opens to a secret chamber, placed 
Behind the couch in my own chamber. (Now 
Press'd by a nobler weight than e'er it bore- 
Though a long line of sovereigns have lain down 
Along its golden frame— as bearing for 
A time what late was Salemenes.) Search 
The secret covert to which this will lead youj 
'lis full df treasure; take it for yourself 
And your companions: there's enough to load ye, 
Though ye be many. Let the slaves be freed, too; 
And all tiie inmates of the palace, of 
WhsAever sex, now quit it in an hour. 
Thence launch the regal barks, once form'dfor pleasure. 
And now to serve for safety, and embark. 
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The river's broad, and swoln, and uncommanded 
(More potent than a king) by these besiegers. 
Fly! and be happy! 

Pania. Under your protection! 

So you accompany your faithful guard. 

Sot, No, Pania! that must not be; get thee hence. 
And leave me to my fate. 

Fania. 'Tls the first time 
I ever disobey'd: but now 

Sar, So all men 

Bare beard me now, and Insolence within 
Apes Treason from without. Question no forther; 
'Tis my command, my last command. Wilt tkou 
Oppose it? thou/ 

Fania. But^et — ^notyet. 

Sar» Well, then. 

Swear that 3rou wfll obey when I shall give 
The signal. 

Pania.. WWi a heaVy but trae "heart, 
I promise. 

Sar, . 'Tis enough. Now order here 
Faggots, pine-nuts, and withered leaves, and such 
Things as catch fire and blaze with one sole spark; 
Bring cedar, too, and precious drugs, and spiced. 
And mighty planks, to noul'ish a taB pile; 
Bring frankincense atid myrrh, too, for it is 
For a great sacrifice I build the pyre; 
And heap them rouiid yon throne. 

Pania. M/lord! " 

Sar, I have said it, 

■ 

And you have 8tffom\ 

Pania. ' And could keep my &ith 

Without a vow. [Exit Pmia. 

Myr. What mean yon ? 
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•^- You shall know 

Anon — what the whole earth shall ne'er forget. 
Paniaretvamingwith alierald. 

Fania. My king, in going forth upon my duty. 
This herald has been brought before me, craving 
An audience. 

Sar, Let him speak. 

HaraU. The Mng Arbaces 

Sar. What, crown'd already?— But, proceed. 

Heroid, Belescs, 

The anointed high priest-^* 

S»' ' Of what god, or demon? 

With new kings rise new altait. But proceed; 
You are sent to pmte your mastet's will, and not 
Ueply to mine. 

Berald, And Satrap Ofrataites 1 

iS'ar. Why, he thorns, * ' ' 

Herald ithoiinng it fing,) %e safe that h^ is n<Ay 
In the catfip4if the conq^eror8i fiellold 
Uivtiignetring.' ' 

Sar. *Tft his. A wohhy triad! 

Poor Ssleften^s! thou hast died in tim6 
To^see one treachery ^e less: tbia man 
Was thy true fnend tind my most tmsljpd subject. 
Proceed. • ' " 

Merald, fhey offerthee fhy Hfel and 'freedom 
'Of c)ioice-to single out a re^dence 
ln«ny of tli0 ftr^er pn^hces, 
GuSrded and watch'd, but not confihedda person. 
Where thoa shalt pass thy xiaysin peace; but Qn 
Condid<m that -the three'yQung pniiees are 
dv^Kk up as hostages. 

Sar. (p'onuidfyJf The generous victors! 

JfeiWtf. I waitlhesBiswer. 

€l2 
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goj.^ Answer, slave! How long 

Have slaves decided on the doom of kings? 
Herald, Since they were free. 
Sog,^ Ifoathpiece of mutiny! 

Thou at the least shall leam the penftfty 
Of treason, though its proxy only. Pania! 
Let his head be thrown from our walls within 
The rebels' lines, his carcass down the riVer. 

Away with him! 

[Pania and the guard9 setting him. 

Fania. I never yet obeyed 

Youp ordflfS wi^ more pleasure than the present. 
Hence with Mm soWiers! 4o not soil this bail 
Of royalty with treasoniible gore; 
Put him to reft wfthout. 

Herald ' A single word: 

My oillce, king, U s|cred. ^ 

Sar. And wRat's mA«.? 

That thou sKould'st ctn^ and dfie to tok of'm%. 
Tolay^dowA? ^ • , ' ' ' 

Herald. ' 'I but obey#d,my ordeni, ^ . 
At the s^ipe pQn|*if refused, as naw 
Incurred by my obedience. 

Sar, . So thefe are , 

New monarchy Of kn houif s growth as despofle 
As spvef eigns «wathed 10 pi$fpl^ «iid pthi^od ^ " 
From bipth^o manhood! 

Herald. "^y Bfe WWfs^oiitf' btei^. ' 

Yours (I sp^k htndHly)— but it may ber-youw 
May also be in danger' scarce leas ifhmiaeilt: ' 
Would it then «iit the Inst houfl) of a fine 
Such as is that of Nimrod, to destroy 
A peaceful hendd, unarm^d^ in his ofB^ei 
And violate not only all that nan ' 
Holds sacred between man asd man — ^but that 
^-^ly tie which links us with the gods? * 



■K«_ 
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Sar. He's right— T.et him gK) free. — My life's last act 
Shall not be one of wnitli. Here, fellow, take 

[Gives him a golden cup frvm a tabk near* 
This golden g^biet, let it hold your wine. 
And tJiink of me; or melt it into ingots, 
And think of nothing but their weight and valae. * 

Herald, I thank you doubly for my life, and this 
Most gorgeous gift, which renders it more precious. 
But must I bear no answer? 

Sar. Tes,-- 1 ask 

An hour's truce to consider. 

Herald. But an hour's? 

Sar. An hour's; if at the expiration of 
That time your masters hear no further from mc^ 
They are to deem that I reject their terms, 
And act beflttmgly. 

Herald, I shall not lail 

To be a faithful legate of your pleasune. 

Sar. Anil hark! a word more. 

Herald, *. I shall not foiget it, 

Whate'er it be. 

Sar, Commend me to BelesM; 

And tep him, ere a year expire, I sunmqn 
Him henee to meet me. 

HerM, Wh«re? 

Sar. At Babylon. 

At least fr#m thence he will depart to meet me. 

HeraML I shall obey yon to the letter. [£xli Herald, 

Sar. Paraa!— 

Now my good Payiik!— quickl with what I ordei'd. 

Pania. My lofd,— the soldiers are already duffged. 
And, see! they enter. 

[iSWdVAv enUff and farm apik about the throne^ ^e. 

Sar. fiigher, my goo4 soldiers^ 
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And thicker yet; and see that the foundation 
Be such as will not speedily exhaust 
Its own too subtile flame; nor yet be quench 'd 
IVith au^ht officious ai4 would bring to quell it. 
Let the throne form the tort of it; I would not 
L<eave that, pave fraught with fire unquenchable. 
To the new comers. Frame the whole as if 
^Twe^re to enkipdle the (itrong tower of our 
Inveterate enemies. Now it bears an asf^ect! 
How say you, Pania, willlius pile suffite 
For a king's obsequies? 

Pania. Ay, for a kingdom*^ 

I understand yoii now. 

Sar. And blame mc? 

Panto, No- 

Let me but fire the pile, and share it with yov. 

Mi/r, That duty's miiie. 

PanUt, A wom^n'n! , 

Myr, 'Tis Ute soldier's 

Part to di^ for his sovereign, and why not 
The wonwn's with her lover? *, 

Parda, 'lis most sstauige! 

Myr, Butwnot so rai;e, my Pania, as thpu thinVst it. 
In the mean tiipe, live thou.— Fare weU! the pli^ 
is ready. ^ ^ « 

Pania, I should shame to leave my soveircign 
With bat a 8lngl| fenude.topaftakfs 

His death. ^ 

* »■ 

&ir. Too many far have heralded 
Me to die dust already? ^^ ^^ heni^e; 
Enrich thee. '^, * ■ 

Pania, And live wretched! 

Sar^ 4 Think upon - 

Thy vow;T--'tia sacred and iiirevooable. 

Pdtnia, Since it is so, farewell. 
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Sar. Search well my chamber^. 

Feel no remorse at bearing" off the gold; 
Remember, what you leave you leave the slaves 
Who slew me: anil when you have borne away 
All safe off to your boats, blow one long blast 
Upon the trumpet as you quit the palace. 
The rtvei*'s brink is too remote, its stream 
Too loud at present to permit the echo. 
To reach distinctly from its banks. Then fly,— 
And as you sail, turn back; but still keep on 
Your way along the Euphrates: if you reach 
The land of Paphlagonia, where the queen 
Is safe with my three sons in Cotta's court. 
Say what you saw at parting, and request 
That she remember what I said at one 
Farting more mournful still. 

Fanta, * That royal hand! 

hci me then once more press it to my lips; 
And these poor soldiers who throng roiind you, and 
Would fain die witli you! 

[ 7%e soldiers and Pania throng round him^ MsS' 
ing his hand and the hem of his robe. 

Sar. My best! my last fnends! 

Let's not unman each otheiv-part at once: 
All &rewells should be sudden, when for ever. 
Else they make an eternity of moment% 
And clog the last sad sands of life with teats. 
Hence, and be happy: trust me, I am not 
yiow to be pitied: or far more for what 
Is past than present; — ^for the future, 'tis 
In the hands of the deities, if such 
There be: I shall know soon. Farewell — ^fareweU. 

[Exeunt Pania and soldiers. 

Mjfr. These men were honest: it is comfort still 
That our last looks should be on loving faces. 
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Sar, And lovely ones, my beautiful! — ^but hear me! 
If at this moment, for we now are on 
The brink, thou feel'gt an inward shrinking from 
This leap through flame into the future, say it: 
I shall not love thee less: nay, perhaps more. 
For yielding to thy natui^; and there's time 
Yet for thee to escape hence. 

Myr. Shall I light 

One of the torches which lie heap*d beneath 
The eyer-buming lamp that burns without, 
Before Baal's shrine, in the adjoining hall? 

Sar, Do M. Is that thy answer? 

3fyr» Thou shah see. 

[Exit Myrrhn, 

' Sar, {aohu) She's firm. My fathers! whom I will rejoin. 
It may be, purified by death from some 
Of the gross stains of too material being, • 
I would not leave your ancient first abodft 
To the deftement of usurping bondmen; 
If I have not kept your inheritance 
As ye bequeath'd it, this bright part of it. 
Your treasure, your abode, your sacred relics 
Of anos, and records, monuments, and spoils. 
In which ihey would have revell'd, I bear with mc 
To you in that absorbing element, 
Which most perspni^es the soul as leaving 
The least of matter unconsumed before 
Its fieiy wpricings: — and the light of this 
Most royal of funeral pyres sl^ ill be 
Not a mere pillar form'd of cloud an4 flame, 
A beacon in the horizon for a day, 
And then a moua^ of ashes, but a fight 
To lesson ages, rebjel nations, and 
Voluptuous princes,. Time shall que^^ch fujl Ol^ny* 
A people'ii recoKis; and a hero's acts; 
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Sweep empire after empire, like this first 
Of empires, into nothing; but even then 
Shall spare this deed of min^and hold it up 
A problem few dare imitate, and non« 
Despise — but, it may be, avoid the life 
Which led to such a consummation. 

Myrrha returns with a lighted torch in her hund^ and 

a cup in the other, 

Myr, Lo! 

I've lit the lamp which lights us to the stars. 

Sar. And the cup? 

JIfyr. 'Tis my country's custom t» 

Make a libation to the gods. 

Sar. And nine 

To make libations amongst men. I've not 
Forgot the custom; and although alone, 
Will drain one draught in memoiy of many 
A joyous banquet past. 

Sairdanapahu U^ees the cup, and after drinking and iink* 
Ung the reverged o/^, aa a drop falls exclaim^^ 

And this libation 
Is for the elcefient Beleses. 

ifyr. Why 

Dwells thy mind rather upon that man's name 
Than on his mate's in viUany? 

Sfor. The Other 

Is a mere t^lcfier, a mere tool, a kind 
Of human sword in a friend's hand; the other 
Is iftaster^mover of his wartike puppet; 
But 1 dismiss them from my mind.-*Yet p^use^ 
My Myrrha! dost thou truly follow me. 
Freely and fearlessly? 

Myr. And dost thou think 

A Greek ^rl dare not do for love, that whieh 
An Indian widow braves for custom? 
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Sar. Then 

We but await the signal. 
Myr. Iti^ong 

In sounding. 

Sar. Now, farewell; one last embrace. 

Myr. Embrace but ttot the last; there is one more. 

Sar. True, the commingling fire will mix our ashes. 

Myr. And pure as is riiy love to thee, shall they. 
Purged from the dross of earth, and earthly passion, 
Mix pale with thine. A single thought yet irks me. 

Sar. Say it. 

Myr. It is that no kind hand will gather 

The dust of both into one urn. 

Sar. The better: 

Bather let them be borne abroad upon 
The winds of heaven, and scatter'd into ^r. 
Than be polluted more by human hands 
Of slaves and traitors; in this blazing palace. 
And its enormous walls of reeking ruin. 
We leave a nobler monument than Egypt 
Hath piled In her briok mountains, o'er dead kings. 
Or kine, for none know whether those Jffroad piles 
Be for their mowurch, or tbcir ox-god Apis: 
So much forinonum^iits that have forgott^ 

Their very record! 
Myr. Then faBBwell, thou earth; 

And loveliest spot of earth! fairewell lon^!. 
Be thou still free and beautiful, aad far 
. Aloof from desolation! My last prayer 
' Was for thee, my last thoughts, save one, were of theel 
Sar. And that? 

Myr- Is yours. ^ , ., , 

[2%c trumpet of Fania sounds withm- 
Sar. ilai'k! 

Myr. ^0^' . 



Scene I. A TRAGEDY. 181 

Sar, AdieUy Assyria! 

I loved thee well, my own, my fatlier'a land. 
And better as my country than my kingdom. 
I satiated thee with peace and joys; and this 
Is my reward! and now I owe diee nothing*. 
Not even a grave. [ J% mounts the pile. 

Now Myirtia? 
Myr. Art thou ready? 

Sar, As the torch in thy gfrasp. 

[Myrrha firte the ptk» 
Myr. *Tis fired! I come. 

[Aa Myrrha tpringsfoward to throw hernlfinto the 
Jlames, the curtain falb. 
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Note 1, page 79, line 11 fiom tap. 

And tAou, my mm Ionian Myrrha, 

" The Ionian name had beoi still more eompreheiMive, haviiic i..«.«««.» 
Che AehaiaDs and the Bawtiam, who, together with thote to whom it was 
afterward confined, would malce uearir the whole of the Greek naUoD, 
and anioncr the orienub it was always tne general name for the Orcclu." 
—Mitfonf* Crexc, toI. L p. 199. 



Note 2, pafe 87, Ihioi 10 to SS. 
•** Sardonapaliu 



* The king, and a tan tf Anacyndarmxea^ 

'*' In one turn buiU Anehudu* md Tarnum 

** Eat, drink^ndlove', the reH'» not worth aJU^.** 

** For this expedition he took only a small chosen hodv of the phalanx^ 
hut all his %ht troops. In the tint day*s march he leacbed Anraialos, a 
town said to bare been founded by the icing of Assyria, Sardanapalos. The 
fortifieations, in their magnitude and extent; still in Arriaik*s time, bore the 
character of greatness, which the Assyrians appear singulartr to nave aP- 
fected in works of the kind. A monument representing sardanapalus 
was foond there, warranted by an inscriotion in Asft)rian ehaneters, of 
course in the old Awyrian tanruage, whicn the Greeks, whether wdl or illy 
interpreted thus: ** bardanapanis, son of Anaeyndaraxes, in one day founds 
ed Anchialus and Tanus. Eat, drink, play: an other haoian joys are not 
worth a fillip.** Supposing this version nearly exact, (for Anian says it 
was not quite so,) whetlier the purpose has not been to invite to civil or* 
der a people disposed to torbulcQce, rather than to recommend Immoder- 
ate luxury, may periuips reasonably be questioned. What indeed, could 
be the oljjeet of a king of Assyria in founding such towns in a country 
so distant from hb capital, and so divided flnom it by an immense extent 
of sandy desertt and uttiy mountains, and, still more, how the inhabitants 
could be at once in circumstances to abuMOB themselves to the intempe- 
rate joys which thdr prince has been supposed to have recommended, is 
not obvious: but it may deserve observation that, in that line of coast, die 
southern of Lesser Asia, ruins of cities, evidentlv of an age after Alexander, 

Jet barely named in history, at thb day astonbn the adventurous traveler 
y their magnificence and elegance. Amid the desohition which, under 
a singularly Durfaarian government, has for so manv eentoriirs been daily 
spreaduiginthe finest countries of the globe, whether more Itom soil and 
climate, or flrom opportunities for eommeree, extiaordinary means must 
have been found for coiumnnities to flouruh there, whence it may seem 
that the measures of Sardanapalus were directed byjuster views than 
Inve been commonly ascribed to him; but that monarai having been the 
last of a dj'nasty, ended by a revolution, obloquy on hb memory would 
follow of course from the policy of hb successon and their partisans. 

** The inconsbtency of traditions ooneenung Sardanapalut b striking 
in Dk>dorus*s aeeoont of huaJ'-^MUbrd*4 Creect, voL ix. pp. 311, Sl2, and 
313. 
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PABT I.--8CENB I. 

Enior Arnold and his mother Bertha. 

Ber, Out, hunchback! 

Jm. 1 was bom so, mother! 

Ber, Out! 

Thou Incubus! Thou Nightmare! Of seven sons 
The sole abortion! 

J9m. Would that I had been so^ 

And never seen the light! 

Ber, I would so too! 

But as thou hast — Whence,* hence— and do thy best. 
That back of thine may bear its burthen; 'tis 
More high, if not so broad as that of others. 

jSm, It bears its burthen; — ^but, my heart! Will it 
Sustain that which you lay upon it, mother.' 
I love, or at the least, I loved you: nothing. 
Save you, in iviture, can love aught like me. 
You nursed me — do not kill me! 

Ber, Yes — ^I nursed thee. 

Because thou wert my first-bom, and t knew not 
If there would-be another unlike thee. 
That monstrous sport of nature. But get hence. 
And gather wood! 
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JSm. I will; but when I bring it. 

Speak to me kind]y. Though my brothers are 
So beautiful and lusty, and as free 
As the free chase they follow, do not spurn me: 
Our milk has been the same. 

Bar, As is the hedgehog's 

Which sucks at midnight from the wholesome dam 
Of the young bull, until the milkmaid finds 
The nipple next d^y sore and udder dry. 
Can not thy brothers brethren! CaJl me not 
Mother; for if I brought thee forth, it was 
As foolish hens at times hatch y^eis, by 
Sitting upon strange eggs. Out, urchin, out! 

{Esxt Bertha. 

Jkn: (atflw. ) Oh mother! She is gone, and I must do 

Her bidding;— wearily but willingly 

I would fulfil it, couldv.1 only hope 

A kind word in return. IVhat shall I do? 

[Arnold begins to ati wood: in doing this he wounde one 
of his hands. 
My labour for the day is over now. 
Accursed be this blood that flows so fvat; 
For double curses will be my meed now 
At home.— What home? I have no home, no kin. 
No kind—not made like other creatures, or 
To share their sports or pleasures. Must I bleed too 
Like them? O that each drop which falls to earth 
Would rise a snake to sting them, as they have stung me! 
Or that the devil, to whom they liken me , 
Would aid his Ukeness! If I must partake 
His form, why not his power? Is it because 
I have not his will too? For one kind word 
From her who bore me, would still reconcile me. 
Even to this hateful aspect Let me wash 
The wound. 
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[Arnold goes to a spring and stoops to wash his hand: he 
starts back. 
They are right; and Kature's mirror shows me 
iJVhat she hath made me. I viU not look on it 
Again, and scarce dare thmk en't. Hideous wretch 
That I am! The yery waters mock me with 
My horrid shadow — ^like a demon placed 
Deep intiie fountain to scale back the cattle 
From diyiking therein. [Hepauses. 

And shall I live on* 
A burthen to the earth» myself, and shame 
tJnto what brought me into life? Thou blood. 
Which flowest so freely from a scratch, let me 
Tiy if thou wilt not in a fuller ttxeam 
Pour forth my woes for ever with thyself 
On earth, to which- 1 wiUrestove at once 
This hateful compound of her atoms, and 
Itesolve back to her elements, and take 
The shape of any reptile save myself, 
And make a world for myriads of new worms! 
This knife! now let me prove if it will sever 
This withered slip of nature's nightshade— *my 
Vile j[arm— from the creation, as it hath 
The gteen bough from the forest. 

[Jimold places the knife in the ground, with the point 
upwards, 

• Now *tis set. 

And I can fkllupon it. Tet one glance 
' On the fair day, which sees no foul thing like 
Myself, and tiie sweet sun, which warmed me, but 
In vain. The birds — how joyously they sing! 
$o let them, for 1 would not be lamented: 
But let their merriest notes be Arnold's knell; 
The &Uing leaves my monument; the murmur 
Of the near fountun my sole elegy. 
Now, knife, stand firmly, aslYain would fall! 
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[Jb he rmhes to throw himM^upon the kmfej hu eye is 
suddenly caught by thefnmtamf whieh seems in motion* 
The fountun moves without a wind: but shftU 
The ripple of a ^ring chaqg« mj resolve? . 
No. Yet it moves spun' The waters stir. 
Not as with air, but by some subtetraae 
And rocking power of the iBtemal wodd. 
What's here? A mist! No mope!— 

[A ehud comes from the fountain. Be stands gating 
upon ii: ii is dispdhd^ and a tail blaek man comes to- 
wards him, 

Jim. What would you? Speak' 

Spirit or man? 

Str, As man is botibi^ why not 

Ssy both in one? 

Jtm, Your form is man's, and yet 

You may be deviL 

Str, So many men aie that 

Which is so called or tliou|^ ^lat you may add me 
To which you please^ without much wrong to either. 
But come: you wid&to kill younelfi pursue 
Your puipose. 

Jtm, Youhaveinteiraptednie. 

Str, What is that resolution which can e'er , 
Be inte]!rupted?.If I be the devil 
You deem, a single moment would have made you 
Mine, anc^ for ever, by your suicide; • 
And yet my coming saves you. 

Jm, I said not 

You voere the demon* but that your approach 
Was like one* 

Sir, Unless you keep oompany 

With him (and you seem scarce used to such high 
Society) you can't tell how he approaches) 
And for his aspect, look upon the foimtain. 
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And then on me, and judg^e which of us twiain 
Look llkest what the boon beHeve to be 
Their cloven-footed terror. 

Mm, Do you-^iSdare yqn 

To taunt me wil^ my bom defornuly? 

8fr, Were I to iaunt a buffalo with tlhis 
CloT«in foot of thane, or the swift dRxnedsry 
With tfay sublime of humps, the animals 
WouM revel in the eompihnent* And 'ytk 
Both beings are more swiH^moce stumg, more mighty 
In action and enduitmsethan thy«eif. 
And aU the fierce and fair of the same kind 
WiA thee. Thy Ibm is natural: 'twas only 
Natore's mistaken largess to bestow 
The gifts which are of others upon man. 

Jbn, (^yeme.thestreagtlitiieii^the buffalo's foot, 
Whea he spurns hi|fh the dust, beholding his 
Near enemy; or let me have tlie long * 
And patient swiftness of tile desart«hip^ 
The helm-less dromedafy;— and Pll bear 
Thy fiendish sarepwm M^th a saintly patience. 

Sfr^ I will. • 

Jtm. {yjiikmiiffmb.) Thoucoru^? 

Sfr. Peiiiapt. Woiddyouaii^t^ef 

Jm. Thou moekest me. 

5fr. Not I. Why should I mocjs 

What all are mocking? That's poor sport methinks. 
To talk to thtfe in human language (for 
Thou canst not yet speak mine) the forester 
Hunts not the wretched coney, but the boar. 
Or wolf, or lion, leaving paltry game 
To petty burghers, who l^ve once a yeur 
Their waHs, to fin their household cauldrons wi^ 
Such scullion prey. The meanest gibe at thee^^— 
^^ow /can mock the n^jghtaest. 

VOL. IV.— s 
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. ^fj^ Then waste not 

Thy time on me: I seek thee not 

^Yr. Your thoughts 

Arc not far from roe. Do not send me back: 
1 am not so easily recalled to do 
Gopd sendee. 

Jrn, What wilt Aou dofor mef 

Sir, ChangiB 

Shapes with you, if you will, since yoi»i so irks yoo; 
Or finrro you to your wish in any shapes 

Am* Oh! then you are indeed the deOMfu foe 
Nought else would wittingly wear mine. 

Str. ' Ili ^^^ *^* 

The brightest which the world efe bore, and give thee 

Thy choice. 
Am, On what condition? 

Sl/.^ There's a queatioofr 

An hour ago yoif would have given your soul 
To look like othermen, and now you pause 
To wear the form of heroes. * 

Am,. No; I will not*-^ 

« 

I must not compromise my soul. ' 

Sir. 'Wfatt soul, 

Worth naming so would dwell in such a 6arcase? 

Am, 'Tis an aspning one, whate'et the tenement 
In which it is mislodged. But name your compacts 
Must \X be signed hi blood? 

Sir. Not in your own*. 

Am, Whose blood tlxen? 

8tr, We will talk of that heKafter. 

But ril be moderate with you,'for I see 
Great things wi^in y^u. You shaU have no bond . 
But your own will, no eonthict save your deeds. 
Are you conlentf ' ' . ^ . 

Am, I take th^ee^at tlw w»rd. 
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Sfr. Now tJien! — • 

[ 7%e Stranger approaches the founkun^ and turns t0 
Arnold, 

' A little of your Mood. 
Am, For what? 

Str, #*o mingle with the magic of the waters. 
And make the charm effective. 

Jim. (holduig aui bis vmmded arm,) Take it all. 
Sir, Not now. A few drops will suffice for this. 
IThe Stranger takes smte <rf Jirnold^s blood in Ms hand, 

and- easts it into*ihe fountain. 
Sir. Shadows of beauty! 
Shadows of power! 
Rise to your duty — 
This is thehourl 
Walk lovely and pliant 

From the de|>th of this fountaiii^ 
As the cloudr^apeii fj^ant' • 

Bestrides the Hartz mountain,* 
Come as ye wefpe* 

That our eyes may hehold 
The model in air 

Of tiiie form I will mould. 
Bright as the Irili > ^ 

When ether is spanned} — 
Such ^» desire is, [Pointing to Jmoldk 

Such my command! 
Demons heroic-v • 
Demons who wore 
The form of the Stoic 

Or Sophiat of yore — 
Or the shape «f each Victor, 
From Macedon's. boy 

• TKis U a well known German rapentitioB--« gigantie shadow pro^a* 
fed by leilectibn oft the Bvoekea. 
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To each high Roman's picture, 
Who breathed to destroy — 
Shadows of Beauty! 

Shadowf of Power! 
Up to yoor duty— 

This ifl Hie hovr! # 

[Farmu phanUma mMefr&in the finder; and pan in 

9ucceatum hefart the Stranger and JhnM, 
Jm, What <lo I see? 

Sir. The hla«k*eyed Romxn, with 

The eagfle's beak between those eyes* which iie'e# 
Beheld a conqueror, or looked alon^ 
The land he made not RomeS wlule Rome became 
His, and all th«r'd who heired his very name. 

Jhm. The Phantom's bal<i; my quest is beauty. Cottldl 
Inherit but his fame with his defactsi 

&tr. His blow was girt with laurels more than hairs. 
You see fab aspect— «ho«6e it or .reject. . 
I can but promise you hia form; his fame 
Must be long sought and fought lor. 

Jm. I wiU fight tpo^ 

But not as a ihock Cxsar. Let him pass; 
His aspect may be fiur, bat suits me not. 

Sir, Then you are far more dli&cuh to pleMe 
Than Cato's nstei^ ortiiao'Bnitus' mother. 
Or Cleopatra at sixteen— *an age 
When love b not less in the eye than heait. 
But he it so! Shadow, pass onl' 

[ne phantom ofJuin»»€mam 
jSm, And can it 

Be, that the man who shook the earth is gotte 
And left no foots)£p.} 

Str. There you err. His substance 

Left graves euoiigh, and woes enougfi, and fi^mc 
More than enough to track his memoiy; 
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But for his shadow, 'tis no more than yours, * 
Kxcept a little longer and less crooked 
I' the sun. Behold anoth^! 

[J second Phaniom passes. 

Am. / Who is he? 

Sir. He ,^as the fajrest and the bravest of 
AtheQian» Look upon him well* 

Am, • He is 

More lovely than the last. How beautiM! 

Str. Such was the curled son c^ Clinias; would'st thou 
Invest thee with his form? 

Am, Would that I had 

^een bom with it! But since I may choose further, 
I wUl hok^vik&e. 

[ T%e Shade of AUihiades ^sappears, 

iSlfr. Lo! Behold again! 

Am, What! that low, swarthy, short-nosed* nmnd-eyed 
With the wide nostrils and Sileaus' aspect, [satyr, 

'7'he splay feet and low stature^! I had better 
l^emain that whi6h Fam. ^. 

Sir, And •yet be FfMl 

The earth's perfection of all mental beauty, 
And personification of all virtue.^ 
But you reject him? • 

Arn, If hisfqnn could bring me 

That which redeemed it---ao. 

Str. . I have no power ^ 

To promise th^t: but you may try, and find it 
Easier in such a form, or in your qrwi). 

Am. No. I was not bom for philosophy, 
Though I hate that about me which has need on't. 
Let him fleet on. 

Sir, Be aii^y thou hemloejc-drinker! 

[l^shadoiv ofSsftrgtes disqipearsf onMer ruM. 

82 
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Am* Whtt's here? whose broad brow and whose curly 
And manly aspect look like Hercules, * [beafd 

Save that his jocund eye hath more of Bacchus 
Than the sad Purger of the infernal world. 
Leaning dejaoted on his dub qf conque^. 
As if he knew the worthlessness of those 
For whom he ^had fought. 

Str, ^ It was the nftm who lost 

The ancient worid lor love.- 

jStm, I^annot blame him. 

Since I hare risked my soul because I liad not 
That which he exchanged the earth for. 

iStr, Since so ft* 

Tou seem congenial, ntrjU you wear Ihs fectai«ii 

,^m. No. As you leave ae eheioe, I am difficult. 
If but to see €he heroes I sImniIiI ne'tf 
Have seen' els» on this side of the dim shore 
Whence they Abat back beibve us. 

Sir. Hence, Tfiumvii! 

Thy Cleopatra's waiting. • 

[The ahade rf Jk^ktmff tkm^ean.' anoikerrigeg. 

Jm. Who is this? 

Who truly looketh like addemlgo^ 
Blooming and brig^t^ Withi golden hair^ an4 fltrture, 
If not more high than mortal, yet immortal 
In all that nieuneless bearing of falslimbs^ 
Which he wears as the ran his rays— a something 
Which shines from him, and yet is but the fliuEAdng 
Emanation of a tlungmore gloiious rtUl. ' 
Was he e'er hutmm on/y. 
^ Sir, Let the earth speafc» 

If there be atoms of him left, or even 
Of the more solid gold that filmed Iub «ri; 

Jkm. Whowastl^aCaoiy^of mai^nil 

^' The shame 
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Of Greece in peace, ber uunderbolt in waiv* 
Demetrius the A'tacedonian and 
Taker of cities. 

Arn* Yet one shadow more* 

Sir, (addressing the shadow,) Get thee to Lami«L*ii lap! 
. [7%6 skadt of Demetrius PoUareetes vanishes: ano- 
ther rises. 

Str. riifityoastin, 

Fear not, m^ Bi|pehback. If the shadows of 
That which exis^d please not youf nice taste, 
I'll animate the ideal marble, till 
Your soul be reconciled to her new garment, 

Jim, Content! I will fix here. 

67r. <«. I must commend 

Your choice. The god-hke son of the Sea g9ddes% 
^The unshorn boy of Peleus, with his loc^s 
As beautiful and clear as the amber waves 
Of rich Pactolus roU'd o'er sands of gold. 
Softened by intervening chrystal, and ^ 

Rippled like flowing waters by the wind. 
All vowed to Sperchlus as they were— behold themi 
And him — as l^e stood by Polixena, 
"With sanctioned and with softened love, before 
f*he altar, gazing on his Trojan bride, 
With some remQ;ve within for Hector slain 
And Priam weeping, mingled with deep passion 
For the sweet downcast virgin^ whose young hand 
Trembled in his who slew her brother. So 
He stood i' the temple! Look upon him as 
Cireece looked her l^st upon her be^ t, the iiistant ■ 
Ere Paris' aiirow flew. • 

Jm. I gaze upon him 

As if I weipe his soul, whose form shall soon 
Envelope mme. 
StK You have done well. The greatest 
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Deformity should only barter with 

*J'he extremest beauty, if the proverb's tme 

Of moijAls, that extremes meet. 

^rn. . Come! Be quick! 

I am impatient. 

Sir, Asayouth^ beauty 

Before her glass. You both see what is nol^ 
But dream it is what must be. 

Jim. Must I w^^t? • 

Str. No; that were pity. But a word or twor 
His stature is twelve cubits: w^ould you so far 
Outstep theie times^ and be a Titan? Or 
(To talk canonically) wax a Son 
OfAnak? ^ 

Jm. Why not? 

Str, Glorious ambition 

I love thee most in dwarfs! A mortal of 
Philistine stature would have gladly pared 
His own Goliath down to a slight David; 
But thou, my mannikin, would'st soar a show 
Rather than hero. Thou shalt be indulged* 
If such be thy desire; and yet, by being 
A little less removed from present men 
In figure, thou canst sway them more; for all 
Would rise against thee now, as if to hunt 
A new found mammoth; and their cursed eng^nes^ 
Their culveri^is and so forth, would find way 
Through our friend's armour there, with greater ease 
Than the adulterer^s arrow through his heel 
Which Thetis had foi^tten to baptize 
In Styx. 

^m. Then let it be as thou deem'st best. 

Sir. Thou shalt be beauteous as the thing thou aeeSt, 
And strong as what it was, and — 

»^rn. I ask not 
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For vaiour since defonmty is daring. 

It is its essence to overtake mankind 

By heart and soul, and make itself the equal--* 

Ay«, the superior of the rest. There is 

A spur in its halt movements^ to become 

All that the otfaets cannot, in su^ things 

S» still i£re free to both, to compensate 

For stepdame Nature's avarice ftt fhut* 

They woo with fearless deeds the smiles of fortane,' 

And oft, like Timour the lame Tartar, win them. 

Sir. Well spoken! And thou doubtSess will remain 
Formed as thou art. I may dismiss the mould 
Of shadow, which Buitt turn to flesb, to encaae 
fba9 daring soul, iHuch «oald achieve no less 
Without it? ' 

Jim, H«d Bo power preiented me 

The possibility of change, I would 
Have done the best which Spirit may, to make 
Its way, with an Deformity's dull, deadly. 
Discouraging weight upon me, likie a mountain^ 
In feeling, on my heart as on my shoulders— 
An hateful and unsightly molelull to 
The eyes of happier man. I would have looked 
On beauty in that sex which is the type 
Of all we kno^ or dream of beautifbl 
Beyond the world they brighten^ with a sigh- 
Not of love but de^air; nor sought to ^n. 
Though to a heart aU love, what'could not love me 
In turn, because of this vile crooked dog 
Which makes me lonely. Nay, I could have borne 
It all, had not my mother spumed me from her* 
The' she->bear ficks her cubs into a sort 
Of shape; — ^my dam beheld my shape was hopeless^ 
Had she exposed me» hke the Spartan,^ ere 
I knew the passionata pact of life,^ I ha^ 
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Been a clod of the valley, — happier nothing 
Than what I am. But even thus, the lowest, 
t/gliest, and meanest of mankind, what courage 
And perseverance could have done, perchance 
Had made me somethings — as it has made heroes 
Of tlie same mould as mine. You lately saw me 
Master of my own life, and quick to quit it; 
And he who is so, is the master of 
Whatever dreads to die. 

Sir, Decide between 

"What you hare been, or will be. 

^m, I ha^ne done so. 

You 'have opened brighter prospects to my eyea^ 
And sweeter to my heart. As I am now, 
1 might be feared, admired, respected, loved 
Of all save those next to%ne, of whom I 
Would be beloved. As thou showest me 
A choice of fonri% I take the one I view. 
Haste! Haste! 

Str, And what shall /wear? 

»Am, , Surely he 

Who can command all forms, will choose the' highest^ 
Something superior even to that which was 
f elides now before us. Perhaps Ais 
Who slew him, that of Paris: or — still higher-r 
The Poet's God, clothed in such limbs as are 
Themselves a Poetry. 

Sir, Less will content tnei * 

For I too love a change. 

*Am, ^ Your aspect is 

Dusky, but not uncomely. 

Str. If I chose, ' 

I might be whiter; but I have a penchant 
For black — it is so honest, and besides 
Pan neither blush with ^hame nor pale with fears 



Scene I. A DRAMA. ' 20ft 

But 1 have worn it long enough of late. 
And now I'll tabe your figui'e. 
^m. Mine! 

Sir, Yes. You 

Shall change with Thetis' son, and I with Bertha 
Your mother's offspring. People have their tastes;, 
V«u hailSb yours— 1 mine. 
^m. Dispatch! dispatch! 

Str. Even so. 

['The Stranger takes some eairih an4 moulds it along the 
turf, dnd then addresses, the Phantom of Achilles* 
Beautiful Shadow • 

Of Thetis»s boy! * 
. Who sleeps in the meadow, 
Whose gprass grows o'er Troyr 
^ , From the? red earth,flike Adam,* 

Thy likeness I shape. 
As the being who made him, 

Whosfe actions I ape. 
Thou clay be all glowing, 

Till the teat in his cheek 
Be as fair as, when blowing. 

It wears its first streak! 
Ye violets! I scatter,- 
Now tiirn into eyes! 
And thou sunshiny watei% 

Of blood take the guise! - 
Let these hyacinth bougha 

Be his long,, flowing haib 
And wave o'er his brows, ^ 

As thou wavest in air! 
Let his heart be this marble 
I tear from the rock! » 

* Aiam akcans " redtarth^ fi-om which the fint man wa« forni«((. 



r " ■ 
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But his voice w the warble 

Of birds on yon oak! 
Let his flesh be the purest 
Of iDoul(^, in which grew 
The lily-root ^^rest. 

And draak the best dew! 
Let his limbs be the lightest ^' 

Which clay can con^poundl 
And his aspect the brightest * 

On earth to be found! 
Elements, near mc^ 

Be mingled and stirred. 
Know me,%nd hear me. 
And leap to my word! 
Sunbeams, awaken '^ 

This earth's animation! 
'Tisdone! He hath .taken. 
His stand in Creadon! 
[Arnold faUs saudeMf hi$ taul paaaes mio ike tkapt ^ 
Jkhille9,wlddi rims from the ground; fMktkePJ^an^ 
torn haa diaappearedy part by part, ag the figure wom 
formed from the earth. 
Am. (in hie new form,) I love, and I shall be beloved! 
At last I feel thee! Glorious i^irit! [Oh life! 

Str. Stop! 

What shall become of jrour abi^^id^ned ganaent^ 
Yon hump, and lun^i, and clog of ugMne^ 
WMcli late you .wore4 or were? 

Am. ' . Who cares! Let wolves 

And vultures take*t, if they wiU. 

Sir. Aod if 

They do, and are not scared by it, you'll say 
It must be peace-time, and no better fare 
Abroad i* the fields. 
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Jhn, Let us but leave it there. 

No matter what becomes on't. 

Str. That's ungradouSy 

If not ungrateful. Whatsoe'er it be. 

It hath sustained your soul full many a day. 

Jm, Aye, as the dunghill may conceal a gem 

Which is now set in gold, as jewels should be. 

Str, But if I give another form, it must be 

By fair exchange, not robbeiy. For they 

Who make men without women'i^ aid, have long 

Had patents for the same, and do not love 

Your interlopers. The DevQ may take men. 

Not make them, — ^though he reap the benefit 

Of the original workmanship: — ^and therefore 

Sovie one roust be found to assume the shape 

You have quitted. 

Am, Who would do so! 

Sir. That I know not; 

And therefore I must. 

Am, You! 

Sir, I said it ere 

You inhabited your present dome of beauty. 

Jim, True. I forget all things in the new joy 

Of this immortal cliange. 
Str. In a few moments 

I will be as you were, and you shall see 

Yourself for ever by you, as your shadow* 

Am, I would be spared this. 

Str, But it cannot be. 

What! shrink already, being what you are. 
From seeing what you were? 

Am, Do as thou wilt. 

Sir, (to the late form of Arnold extended on the earth.) 
Clay! not dead, but soul-less! 
Though no man wpuld choose thee, 

VOL. IV— —T 



206 THE DEFORMED TRAKSFORMBD, Part L 

An immortal no less 

Deigns not to refuse thee. 
Cl«y thou art; and unto spirit 
. All clay is of equal merit* 

Fire! uniAoiit which nought can live; 
Fire! but in which nought can lire. 
Save the &bled salamander, 
Or immortal souls which wander. 
Praying what doth not forgive^ 
Howling for a drop of water. 

Burning in a quenchless lot; 
Fire! the only element 
Where nor fish, beast, bird, nor wonn, 

Saye the worm which dieth not. 
Can preserve a moment's form. 
But must with thyself be blent: 
Fire! man's safeguard and his slaughtef: 
Fire! Creation's first-born daughter. 
And Destruction's threatened son, 
When Heaven with the world hath dome; 
Fire! assist me to renew 
Life in what lies in my view 

Stiff and cold! 
His resurrection rests with me and yout 
One little, marshy spark of flame — 
And he agun shall seem the same; 
But I his spirif s place shall hold! 
[Jin IgntS'faiuua JlitB through the woodf and rtds on thf 
brow efthe body, Tht Stranger diaappeaira: iht bo- 
dy rises, 
Am, {in hie new form.) Oh! horrible! 
Str. (m Jlmold's late shape.) What tremblest thou? 
Am. Not sD-p 
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I merely shudder. Where is fled the shape 
Thou lately worest! 

Sir, To the world of shadows. 

But let us us tlu^ad the present. Whither wilt thou? 
Am, Must thou be my companion? 

Sir, Wherefore not? 

Tour betters keep worse company. 

Am. JM^ betters! 

Sir. Oh! you wax proud^ I see, of your new form! 
I'm glad <}f that. Ungratefiil too! That* s well; 
You improve apace: — ^two changes in an instant. 
And you are old in the world's ways already. 
But bear with me: indeed you'll find me useful • • 
Upon your pilgrimage. But come, pronounce 
Where shall we now be errand? 

Am, Where the world 

Is thickest, that I may behold it in 
Its workings. 

Str,'^ That's to say, where theie is War 

And Woman in activity. Let's see! 
Spain — ^Italy — ^the new Atlantic world — r 
Afric with all its Moors. In veiy truth. 
There is small choice: the whole race are just now 
Tugging as usual at each other's hearts. 

Am, I have heard great things of Rome. 

Str, A goodly choice-^ 

And scarce a better to be found on earth, 
Since Sodom Vas put out. The field is wide toO{ 
For now the Prank and Hun, and Spanish Scion 
Of the old Vandals, are at play iJong 
The sunny shores of the world's garden. 

Am, How • 

Shall we proceed? 

Sir, lAke gallants, on good coursers. 

What ho! my chargers! Never yet were better, 
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Since Phaeton was upset in the Po. 
Our Pages too! 

Enter two Pages, with four coaWach Horns, 

Jim. A noble sight! 

Sir. And of 

A nobler breed. Match me in Barbary, 
Or your Kochlaai race of Araby, 
With these! 

,Bm, The mighty steam, which volumes high 

From their proud nostrils, bums the very air; 
And sparks of flame, like dancing fire-flies, wheel 
Around their manes, as common insects swarm 
Round common steeds towards sunset. 

Sir. Mount, my lord; 

They and I are your servitors. 

,gj>n. And these. 

Our dark-eyed pages — what may be their names! 

Sir, Yqu shall baptise them. i 

Jim. What! in holy water? 

Sir. Why liot! The deeper sinner, better saint. 

,Sm, They are beautiful, and cannot, sure, be demons^ 

Sir, True; the Devil's always ugly; and your beauty 
Is never diabolical. 

.^m. I'll call him » 

Who bears the golden horn, and wears such bright 
And blooming aspect, Hwmi for he looks 
Like to the lovely boy lost in the forest 
And never found till now. And for the other 
And darker, and more thoughtftd, who smiles noty 
But looks as serious though serene as Night, 
He shall be Msmnon, from the Ethiop king 
Whose statue turns a harper once a day. 
And you? 

Str. I have ten thousand names, and twice 
As many attributes; but as I wear 
A human shape, will take a human name. 
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Jim, More human than the shape (though it was mine 
I trust. [once) 

Str. Then call me Gxsar. 

.^m. Why, that name 

Belongs to empires, and has been but borne 
By the Worid's Lords. 

Str. And therefore fittest for 

The Devil in disguise — since so you deem me, 
Unless you call me Pope instead. 

.A^. Well then, 

C zsar thou shah be. For myself, my name 
Shall be plain Arnold still. 

CaBs, WeTl add a title^ 

" Count Arnold:*' it hath no ungracious sound. 
And will look well upon a billet-doux. 

Jm, Or in an order for a battle-field. 

Cmmr singB. 
To horse! to horse! my coal-black steed 
Paws the ground and snuiFs the airl 
There's not a foal of Arab's breed 
More knows whom he must bear! 

On the hill he will not tire. 

Swifter as it waxes higher; 

In the marsh he will not slacken, 

On the plain be overtaken; 

In the wave he will not sink. 

Nor pause at the brook*s rade to drink: 

In the race he will not pant. 

In the combat he'll not faint; 

On the stones he will not stumble, 

Time nor toil shall make him humble^ 

In the stall he will not stiffen. 

But be winged as a Griffin, 

Only flying with his feet: 

And will not such a voyage be sweet? 

T 2 
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Merrily! merrily! never unsound. 

Shall our bonny black horses skim orer the ground! 

From the Alps to the Caucasus, ride we or fly! 

For we'll leave them behind in the g^lance of an eye« 

[ The^ mount their horses, and disappear^ 

SCENE n. 

A Camp before the Walk of Home, 

jSmoM and Caesar, 

CsBS, You sort weU entered now. 

Jm, Aye; but my ps^ 

Has been o'er carcasses: mine eyes are full 
Of blood. 

Csu. Thfcn wipe them and see clearly. Why! 
Thou art a conqueror; the chosen knight 
And free companion of the gallant Bourbon, 
Late constable of France; and now to be 
Lord of the city which hath been Earth'a lord 
Und«r its Emperors, and— <ichanging sex. 
Not sceptre, an hermaphrodite of empire— 
iflrfyofthe Old World, 

Jm, How, old? Whatl are there 

New Worlds? 

CsBS. To you* You'll find there are suchshwtlya 

By its rich harvests, new disease, and gold; 
From one Aa{^of the world named a whok new one. 
Because you know no better than the dull 
And dubious notice of your eyes and ears. 

Jim. I'll trust them, 

CsBs, Do! They will deceive you sweetly,^ 

And that is better thi^i the bitte^ truth. 

Am. Dogl 

Ctes. Maft!. 
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Jlm^ Devilf 

QsR8, Your obedient, bumble servant. 

Am, Say Master rather. Thou Iiast lured me on. 
Through scenes of blood and lust, till I am here. 
CsBi, And where would'st thou be? 

Am. Oh, at peace— -in peace! 

Caes. And where is that which is so? From the star 
To the wmding* worm, all life is motion: and 
In life commotion is the extremest point 
Of life. The planet wheels till it becomes 
A comet, and destroying as it sweeps 
The stars, goes eut. The poor worm winds its way. 
Living upon the death of other things, 
])ut still, like them, must live and die, the subject 
Of something which has made it live and die. 
You must obey what all obey, the rule 
Of fixed Necessity: against her edict 
Rebellion prospers not. 

Am. And when it prospers—— 

Caes, 'Tis no rebellion. 

Am. Will it prosper now? 

Casa. The Bourbon hath given orders for the agsaul^ 
And by the dawn there will be work. 

Am. Alas! 

And shall the City yield? 1 see tlie Giaqt 
Abode of the true God^ and his true Saint, 
Saint Peter, rear its dome and cross into 
That sky whence Christ ascended from the cross, 
'Which his blood made a badge of glory and 
Of joy (as once of torture unto him, 
God and God's Son, Man's sole and only reftige.) 

Cau. 'Tis there, and ihall be. 

Am, What? 

Cms, The Crucifiz 

Above, and ihany altar shrines below. 
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j^lso some culverins upon the walls, 
And harquebusses, and what not,besides 
The men who are to kindle them to death 
Of other men. 

Jm, And those scarce mortal arches. 

Pile above pile of everlasting wall, 
The theatre where Emperors and their subjects, 
(Those subjects Mamans) stood at gaze upon 
The battles of the monarchs of the wild 
And wood, the lion and his tusky rebels 
Of the then untamed desert, brought to joust 
In the arena; (as right well they might. 
When they had left no human foe unconquered;) 
Made even the forest pay its tribute of 
Life to their amplutheatre, as well 
As Dacia men to die the eternal death 
For a sole instant's pastime, and " Pass on 
To a new gladiator!"^Must it fall? 

CsB8, The city or the amphitheatre? 
The church, or one, or all? for you ^confound 
))oth them and me. 

»Srn, To-morrow sounds the assault 

With the first cock-crow. 

Cau. Which, if it end with 

The evening's first nightingale, w^ill be 
Something new in the annals of great ideges: 
Fcr men must have their prey after long toil. 

^m. The Sun goes down as calmly, and perhaps- 
More beautifully, than he did on Rome 
On the day Remus leapt her wall. * 

^^. I saw him. 

,Srn, You! 

Cae8, Yes, sir. You forget I am or was 

Spirit, till I took up with your cast shape 
And a worse name. I'm Cysar and a lmnchb»cl^ 
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Now. Well! the first of Caesars was a bald-head^ 

And loved bis laurels better as a wig 

(So history says) than as a glory. Thus 

The world runs on, but we'll be meiTy still. 

I saw your Romulus (simple as I a^l) 

Slay his own twin, quick-bom of the same womb, 

Because he leapt a ditch ('twas then no wall, 

Whate'er it now be;) and Rome's earliest ceifient 

Was brother's "blood; and if its native blood 

Be spilt till tite choked Tiber be as red 

As e'er 'twas yellow, it will never wear 

The deep hue of the Ocean and the Earth, 

Which the great robber sons of Fratricide 

Have made their never-ceasing scene of slaughter 

For ages. 

Jirn, But what have these done, their far 
Remote descendants, who have lived in peace. 
The peace of heaven, and in her sunshine of 
Piety? 

Caes, And what had they done, whom the old 
Romans o'erswept? — Hai'k! 

wfrn. They are soldiers singing 

A reckless roiuidelay, upon the eve 
Of many deaths, it may be of their own. 

Caea. And why should they not sing as well as swans? 
They are black ones, to be sure. 

Jim, Soj you are learned 

I see, too. 

CaB8. In my grammar, certcs. I 
Was educated for a monk of all times. 
And once I was well versed in the forgotten 
Etruscan letters, and — were I so minded — 
Could make their hierogl}'phics plainer than 
Your alphabet. 

firn. And wherefore do you novt 
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Caes. It answers better to resolve the alphabet 
Back into hierog'l}'phics. Like your statseroan, 
And prophet) pontiff, doctor, alch/mist. 
Philosopher, and what not, they have built 
More Babels without new dispersion, than 
The stammering young ones of the Flood's dull ooze^ 
Who failed and fled each other. Why? why many. 
Because no man could understand his neighbour. 
They are wiser now, and will not separate 
For nonsense. Nay, it is their brotherhood. 
Their Shibboleth, their Koran, Talmud, their 
Cabala; their best brick-work wherewithal 
They build more — 

dm, (^interrupting him.) O, thou everlasting Sneerer! 
Be ^ent! How the soldiers' rough strain seems 
Softened b^ distfince to a hymn-lik^ ci^dence! 
Jliisten! 

Cass. Tes. I have heard the Angels sing. 

Am. And Demons howl. 

CsBS, And Man too. Let us listen: 

I Jove all Music. 

Song of the Soldiers toitkin. 
The Black Bands canve over 

The Alps and their snow. 
With Boui'bon, the Rover, 

They pass the broad Po. 
We have beaten all foemen. 

We have captured a king. 
We have turned back on no men, 

And so let u^ sing! 
Here's the Bourbon for ever! 

Though pennyless all. 
We'll have one more Endeavour 

At yonder old wall. 
Witli the Bourbon we'll gather 

At day-dawn before 
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The gates* and together 

Op break or climb o'er 
The wall; on the kdder 

As mounts each firm foot. 
Our shout shall grow gladder/ 

And death only be mute. 
With the Bourbon we'll mount o'er 

The walls of old Rome, 
And who then shall count o'er 
* The spoils of each dome? 
Up' up! with the %! 

And down with the keys! 
In old Rome, the Seven-hilly, 

We'll revel at ease. 
4Ier streets shall be goiy. 

Her Tiber all red. 
And her temples so hoaiy 

Shall clang with our tread. 
Oh, the Bourbon! the Bourbon! 

The Bourbon for aye! 
Of our song bear the burthen! 

And fire, fire away! 
With Spain for the vanguardi 

Our varied host comes? 
And next to the Spaniard 

Beat Germany's drums; 
And Italy's lances 

Are couched at their mother{ 
But our leader from France is. 

Who warred with his brother. 
Oh, tlie Bourbon! the Bourbon! 

Sans country or home. 
We'll follow the Bourbon, 

To plunder old Rome. 
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Csa. An indifferent song 

For those within the walls, methinks, to hear. 

J3m. Yes, if they keep to their chorus. Buthere comes 
The Genei-al with his Cliiefs and Men of trust. 
A goodly rebel! 
Enhr the Constable Bourbon, " cum autSy** Ue, &e* £^c. 

Philibert, How now, noble Prince, 
You are not cheerful? 

Bour, Why should I be so? 

PAf7. Upon the eve of conquest, such as ours. 
Most men would be so. 

Bout, If I were secure! 

Phil. Doubt not our soldiers. Were the walls of ada- 
They'd crack them. Hunger is a sharp artilleI^^ [mant, 

Bout. That they will faulter is my least of fears. 
That they will be repulsed, with Bourbon for * 
Their chief, and all their kindled appetites 
To marshal them on — were those hoary walls 
Mountains, and those who g^uard them like tlie Gods 
Of the old fables, I would trust my Titans; — 
But now— 

Fhil. They are but men who war with mortals. 

Bow, True: but those walls hare girded in g^eat ages, 
And sent forth mighty spirits. The past earth. 
And present Phantom of imperious Rome 
Is peopled with those warriors; and methinks 
They flit along the eternal dty's rampart. 
And stretch their glorious, gory, shadowy hands. 
And beckon me away! 

Pkii: So let them! Wilt thou 

Turn back from shadowy menaces of shadows? 

Bour. They do not menace me. I could have £iced, 
Methinks, a Sylla's menace; but they clasp 
And raise, and wring their dim and deathlike hands^ 
And with their thin aspen faces and fixed eyes 
Fascinate mine. Look thei'c! 
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PkiL I look upon 

A lofty battlement. 
JBour, And there! 

Phil. Not even 

A guard in sight; they wisely keep below. 
Sheltered by the gay parapet, from some 
Stray bullet of our lansquenets, who might 
Practise in the cool twilight 
Bour* Tou are bfind. 

PhiL If seeing nothing more than may be seen 
Be so. 

Bour, A thousand years have manned the walls 
WHh all their heroes,— the last Cato stands 
And tears Ids bowels, rather than survive 
The hberty of that I would enslave. 
And the first Csesar with his triumphs flits 
From battlement to battlement. 

PhU. Then conquer 

The walls for which he conquered, and be greater! 
Bow, True; so I will, or perish. 
PkiL Tou can not* 

In such an enterprise to die is rather 
The dawn of an eternal day, than death. 

Count Jrnold and Csp9ar advance. 
Cms, And the mere men— do they too sweat beneatli 
The noon of this same ever^scorching glory? 

Bofur, Ah! 

"Welcome the bitter Hunchback! and his Master, 
The beauty of our host, and brave' as beauteous. 
And generous as lovely. We shall find 
Work for you both ere morning. 

Cass, You will find. 

So please your Highness, no less for yourself. 

Bow, And if I do, there will not be a labourer 
More forward. Hunchback! 

VOL. IVw-*U 



218 THE DEFORMED TH\NSFORMEn, Partf. 

Cas, Toa may well say so^ 

For you have seen that back — as general. 
Placed in the rear in action — but your foe» 
Have never seen it. 

Bour, That's a fair retort; 

For I provoked it: — ^but the Bourbon's breast 
Has been, and ever shall be, far advanced 
In danger's face as yours, were you the DeviL 

CaB. And if I were, I mig'ht have saved myself 
Th toil of coming here. 
PhU, Why so? 

Cat, One half 

Of your brave bands of their own bold accord 
Will go to him, the other half be sent. 
More swiftly, not less surely. ^ 

Bcwr. Arnold, youi 

Slight crooked friend's as snake-Uke in his words 
As his deeds. 

Cg8. Tour hig-hneas much mistakes me. 

The first snake was a flatterer — ^I am none; 
And for wf deeds, I only sting when stung. 

Bow. You are brave,' and thafs enough forme; ani 
In speech as sharp in action— and that's more. [quick 
I am not alone a soldier, but the soldier's 
Comrade. 

C^rs. They are but bad company, your Highness; 
And worse even for their fnends tlum foes^ as being 
More pennanent acquaintance. 

Phil How now,iellow! 

Thou waxest insolent, beyond the privilege 
Of a buffoon. 

€(£8. You mean, I speak the truth. 

I'll lie^t is as easy: then you'll praise me 
For calling you a hero. 
Bour. Philibert! 
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X^et him alone; he's brave, and ever has 

Been first with that swart face an4 mountain shoulder 

In field or storm, and patient in starvations 

And for his tongue, the camp is fiill of license, 

An^ the sharp stinging of a lively rogue 

Is, to my mind, fiir preferable to 

The gross, dull, heavy, gloomy execration 

Of a mere &miahed, suUen, grumbling slave. 

Whom nothing can convince save a full mealy 

And wine, and sleep, and a few maravedi% 

With which he deems him rich. 

Cm. It would be well 

If the Earth's princes asked no more. 

Bowr, Be silent! 

Cfs. Aye, but not idle. Workyourself with words! 
Teu have few to speak. 

FhiL What means the audacioiis prater? 

Cm, To ptate like other prophets. 

Bour, Philibert! 

Why will you vex him? Have we not enough 
To think on? Arnold! I will lead the attack 
To-morrow. 

Jim, I have heard as much, my Lord. 

Bcur. And you will follow? 

Am, Since I must not lead. 

Bdfur. 'Tis necessaiy for the further daring 
Of our too needy army, that their chief 
Plant the first foot upon the foremost ladder's 
First step. 

Cos, Upon its topmost, let us hope: 
go shall he have his full deserts. 

Bcur. The world's 

Great capital perchance is ours to-morrow. 
Through every change the seven-hilled city hath 
Betained her sway o'er nations, and the Cxsars 
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But yielded to the Alarics, the Alarics 
Unto the Pontiffs. Roman, Goth, en* Priest, 
Still the world's roasters! CiviUzed, Barbarian, 
Or Saintly, still the walls of Romulus 
Have been the Circus of an Empire. Well! 
'Twas Merr turn—- now 'tis ours; and let us hope 
That we will fi{i^ht as well, and rule much better. 

Ctt8. No doubt, the camp's the school of ciyic righti. 
What would you make of Rome? 
Bour, That which it was. 

Cos. In Alaric's timef 

Bour, No, slave! In the first Cxsar'i^ 

Whose name you bear like other curs. 

Cau, And Idngi. 

'Tis a great name for blood-hounds. 

Bour, There's a demon 

In that fierce rattle-snake thy tongue. Wilt never 
Be aerious? 

Caa. On the eve of battle, no; — 

That were not soldier-like. 'Tis for the General 
To be more pennve: we adventurers 
Must be more cheerful. Wherefore should we think? 
Our tutelar deity, in a leader'p shape, 
Takes care of us. Keep thought aloof from hosts! 
If the knaves take to thinking, you wilLhave 
To crack those waUs alone. 

Bour, You may sneer, since 

•Tis lucky for you that you fight no worse for't, 

CsBS. 1 thank you for the freedom; 'tis the only 
Pay I have taken in your Highness' service. 

Bour. Well, sir, to-morrow you shall pay yourself. 
Look on those towers; they hold my treasury. 
But, Philibert, we'll in to the council. Arnold 
We would request your presence. 

•^rn. Prince! my service 

Is yours, as in the field. 
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Bour, In both, we prize it, 

And yours will be a post of trust at day-break. 

Caa, And mine? 

Baur* To follow glory with the Bourboii. 

XSood night! 

Am, (to Caaqr^) Prepare bur armour for the assault. 
And wait within my tent. 

[£xeuni Bowrbony ^SmoU Philiberit &£. 

Casa, Caokia,) Within thy tent! 

Think'st thou that I pass from thee with my presence? 
Or that this crooked coffer, which contained 
Thy principle of life, is aught to me 
Except a mask? And these are Men, forsooth! 
Heroes and chiefs, the flower of Adam's bastards! 
This is the consequence of saving Matter 
The power of Thought. It is a stubborn substance. 
And thinks chaQtically, as it acts. 
Ever relapsing into its first elements. 
Well! 1 must play with these poor puppets: ^tis 
The Spirit's pastime in his idlei^ hours. 
When I grow weary of it, I have business 
Amongst the stars, which these poor creatures deem 
Were made for them to look at 'Twere a jest now 
To bring one down amongst them, and set fire 
XJnto their ant hill: how the pismires then 
Would scamper o'er the scalding soil, and, ceanng 
From tearing down each others' nests^ pipe forth 
One universal orison! Ha! ha! [Exit Cxadr, 



n 2 
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PART II. SCENE I. 

Btfort the walk of Borne, The assault; the army t« 
motion^ with ladders to scale the walls; Bourbon, ^^ 
a white scarf over his armour, foremost. 

Chorus of Spirits in the air^ 

1. 
*Ti0 the morn, but dim and dark. 
IVhither flies the silent lark? 
'Whither shrinks the clouded sun? 
Is the day indeed begun' 
Nature's eye b melancholy 
O'er the city high and holy: 
But without there is a din 
Should arouse the sunts within* 
And revive the heroic ashes 
Round which yellow Tiber dashes. 
Oh ye seven hills! awaken. 
Ere your very base be shaken! ' 

2. 
Hearken to the steady stamp! 
Mars is in their every tramp! 
Not a step is out of tune. 
As the tides obey the moon! 
On they march, tliougb to self-slaughter, 
Reg^larias rolling water. 
Whose high waves o'ersweep the border 
Of huge moles, but keep their order. 
Breaking only i-ank by rank. 
Hearken to the armour's clank! 
Look down o'er each frowning wairior. 
How he glares upon the banier: 
Look on each step of each ladder. 
As the stripes that streak an adder. 
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3. 
Look upon the bristling wall. 

Manned without an interval! 

Round and round, and tier on tier. 

Cannon's black mouth, shining spear. 

Lit match, bell-mouthed musqaetocn* 

Gaping to be murderous soon. 

All the warlike gear of old. 

Mixed with what we now behold. 

In this strife 'twixt old and new. 

Gather like a locusts* crew. 

Shade of Remus! 'Tis a time 

Awful as thy brother's crime! 

Christians war against Christ's shrine:—* 

Must its lot be like to tMne! 

4. 

Neap— and near— nearer still. 

As the earthquake saps the hiH, 

First with trembling, hollow motion. 

Like a scarcie-awakened ocean, 

Then with stronger shock and louder, 

TRll the rocks are crushed to powder, — 

Onward sweeps the rolling host! 

Heroes of the immortal boast! 

Mighty CMefs! Eternal Shadows! 

First flowers of the bloody meadows 

Which encompass Rome, the mother 

Of a people without brother! 

Will you sleep when nations' quarrels 

Plough the root up of your laurels? 

Ye who wept o'er Carthage burning. 

Weep not^-^strike/ for Rome is mourning!* 

•ScipMHthewcond Afrieamu, fanidtolMvv repeated a Tcne of Ho. 

mer and wept o'er the lNiniii««rCardiac«. Hchadbetler Imvegiaated 
ItacapHiiiatidn. 
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5. 
Onward sweep the varied nations! 
Famine long hath dealt their rations. 
To the wall, with Hate and Hunger, 
Xumerous as wolves^ and strongfer. 
On they sweep. Ob! glorious city. 
Must thou be a theme for pity! 
Fight, like your first sa«, eac^ Roman! 
Alaric was a gentle foeman. 
Matched with' Bourbon's black banditti* 
Rouse thee, thou eternal City! 
Rouse thee! Rather g^ve the torch 
With thy own hand to thy porch. 
Than behold such hosts poUute 
Tour worst dwelling with their foot 



6. 
Ah! behold yon bleeding Spectre! 
Blion's children find no Hector: 
Priam's oiispring loved their brother; 
Roma's sire forgot his mother. 
When he slew his gallant twin. 
With inexpiable sin. 
See the giant Shadow stride 
O'er the ramparts high and wide! 
When he first o'erlei^t thy wall. 
Its foundation mourned thy fall* 
VoWf though towering like a Babel, 
Who to stop his steps are able? 
Stalking o'er thy highest dome, 
Remus claims his vengeance, Rome! 




7. 
STow they reach thee in their anger: 
fire, and smoke and heUiah clangor 
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Are around thee, thou World's Wonder! 
Death is in thy walls and under. 
Now the meeting steel first clashes; 
Downward then the ladder crashes 
With its iron load all gleaming^y 
Lying at its foot blaspheming! 
Up again! for every warrior 
Sbun, another climbs the barrier. 
Thicker grows the strife: thy ditches 
Europe's mingling gore enriches. 
Borne! Although thy wall may perish. 
Such manure thy fields will cherish. 
Making g^y the harvest-home; 
But thy hearths, alas! oh, Rome!— 
Tet be Rome amidst thine anguish, 
fight as thou wast wont to vanquish! 

8. 

Tet once more, ye old Penates! 

Let not your quenched hearths be Ate's! 

Yet again, ye shadowy heroes. 

Yield not to these stranger Neroes! 

Though the Son who slew his mother, 

9hed Rome's blood, he was your brother: 

Twas the Roman curbed the Roman:— 

Brennos was a bafiied foeman. 

Yet again, ye Saints and Martyrs, 

Rise! for yours are holier charters. 

Mighty Gods of temples falling. 

Yet in ruin still appalling! 

Mightier founders of those altars, 

True and Christian, — strike the assaulters! 

Tiber! Tiber! let thy torrent 

Show even Nature's self abhorrent. 

Let each breathing heart dilated 

Turn as doth the lion buted! 
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Rome be crushed to one wide tomb. 
But be still the Roman's Rome! 
[Bourbon, JSmoU, Caesar, and others, arrive ai the foot qf 
the wall, Arnold is about to plant his ladder. 
Bow. Hold, Arnold! I am first . 
Jlrn. Not so, my Lord. 

Bour, Hold, nr, I chargfe yon! Follow! I am proud 
Of such a follower, but will brook no leader. 

[Bourbon plants his ladder, and begins to moMJt. 

Now, boys! On! on! 

[A shot strikes him, and Bourbon falls. 

Cos. And off! 

Jim, Eternal Powers* 

The host will be appalled.— But vengeance! ven^^eance! 

Bour. Tisnotlungf— lend me your hand. 

[Bourbon takes Arnold by the hand and rises,- but as he 
puts his foot on the step, falls again. 

Bow. Arnold! I am spei. 

Conceal my fell— all will go well— conceal it! 
Fling my cloak o'er what will be dust anon; 
Let not the soldiers see it. 

Jrn. You must be 

Removed; the aid of— 

Bow. No, my gallant boy; 

Death is upon me. But what is one life? 
The Bourbon's spirit shall command them still. 
Keep them yet ignorant that I am but clay. 
Till they are conquerors— then do as you may. 

Cas. Would not your Highness choose to kiss the cros^ 
We have no priest here, but the lult of sword 
May serve instead:— it did the san^e fpr Bayard. 

Bow. Thou bitter slave: to name him at thb time! 
But I deserve it. 

.tfm. (to Csssar.) Villain, hold your peace! 

Cws. What, when a Christian dies? Shall I not offe^ 
A Christian " Vade in pa*©?'* 
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Jim, Silence! Oh! 

Those eyes art glazing^, which o'exlooked the world. 
And saw no equal. 

Bout, Arnold, should'st thou see 

France— But hark! hark! the assault grows wanner — Oh! 
For but an hour, a minute more of life 
To die within the wall! Hence, Arnold, hence! 
You lose time — they will conquer Rome witfiout thee. 
Am, And without /A^e/ 

Bour. Not so; l*U lead them still 

In spirit. Cover ap my dust, and breathe not 
That I have ceased to bi^athe. Away! and be 
Victorious! 
Arn. But I must not leave thee thus. 

Bour, You must! — ^farewell — Up! up! the world is win- 
ning. [Bouarbon dies, 
CsB8. {to Arnold,) Come, Count, to business. 
Jbrn, True, I'll weep hereafter. 
[Arnold covers Bourbon* s body with a manile and mounts 
the ladder^ crying 
The Bourbon! Bourbon! On boys! Rome is ours! 
Cas, Good lught. Lord Constable! thou wert a man. 
[CsBsar follows Arnold; they reach the baitlemeni; Arnold 

and CsBsar are struck down, 
CsBS, A predous somerset! Is your Countship injured? 
Am. No. [Bemounts the ladder, 

Cses, A rare blood-hound, when his own is heated! 

And 'tis no boy's play. Now he stnkes them down! 
His hand is on the battlement— he grasps it 
As though it were an altar; now his foot 
Is on it, and^-— What have we here, a Roman? 

[A man falls. 
The first bird of the covey! he has fallen 
On the outside of the nest. Why, how now, fellow? 
Wounded Man. A drop of water! 
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Cggg^ Blood's the only liquid 

Nearer than Tiber. 

Wounded Man. I have died for Rome. [Diti. 

Ctea. And to did Bourbon, in another senae. 
Oh these immortal men! and their great motiyes! 
But I must after my young charge. He is 
By thu time i' the forum. Charge! charge! 

[CsMT mounU tkB ladder^ the §cene doatt, 

SCENE n. 

The CUtn-^dmkdB behvem the beaiegm andhen^in 
the Hreeti. Inhabitants /ying in mftimm. ' 

Enter Cmsar, 

CtB8, I cannot find my hero; he is nuxed 
With the heroic crowd that now pursue 
The fugitives, or battle with the desperate. 
What have we here? A cardinal or two * 
That do riot seem in love with martyrdom. 
How the old red-shanks scamper! Could they doiF 
Their hose as they bave doffed their hats, 'twould be 
A blesang, as a mark the less for plunder. 
But let them fly, the crimson kennels now 
Will not much stain their stockings, since the mire 
Is of the self-same purple hue. 

Enter a party fighting — Arnold at the head of the 

besiegers* 

He comes, 
Hand in hand with the nnld twins— Gore and glory. 
Hallo! hold, Count! 
Jm, Away! they must not rally. 

CsB8. I tell thee, be not rash; a golden bridge 
Is for a flying enemy. I g^ve thee 
A form of beauty, and an 
Exemption from some maladies of body. 
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But not of mind, which is not mine to give. 
But though I gave the form of Thetis's soi^ 
I dipt thee not in Styx; and 'gainst a foe 
I would not warrant thy chivahic heart 
If ore Uian Pelides' heel; why then, be cautioa0« 
And know thyself a mortal still. 

Am. And who 

With aught of soul would combat if he were 
Invulnerable? That were pretty sport. 
Think'st thou I beat for hares when lions roar? 

\AmM ruahes into the combat* 

Caes. A precious sample of humanity! 
Well, his blood's up, and if a little's shed. 
Twill serve to curb his fever. 

[jSmold engages mth a Eomath lifho feUret towarda « 
portico. 

Jim. Yield thee, slave! 

I promise quarter. 

Soman. That's soon said. 

JSm. And done-— 

Hy word is known. 

JRoman. So shall be my deeds. 

[ 7%^ re-engage. Csesar eomea forward, 

Caa. Why, Arnold! Hold thine own; .thou hast in hand 
A famous artizan, a cunning Sculptor; 
Also a dealer in the sword and dagger. 
Not sOy. my musqueteer; 'twas he who slew 
The Bourbon from the wall. 

Am. Aye, did he so? 

Then he hath carved his monument. 

Roman. I yet 

May live to carve your betters. 

Cma. Well said, my man of marble! Benvenute, 
Thcu hast some practice in both ways! and he 

VOL. IV.— ^x 
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Who slays Cellini, will have worked as hard 
As e'er thou didst upon Carrara's blocks. 

[JSmold disarms and wounds Celiini, but sUgUly; the 
latter draws a pistol andfires; then retirts and disep" 
pears through the portico, 

Cas. How farest thoui Thou hast % taste, methink^ 
Of red Bellona's banquet 

Am, (staggers.) *Ti8 a scratch. 

Lend me thy scarf. He shall not 'scape me thus. 

Cses, Where is it? 

jjrfi. In the shoulder, not the sword arifr— 

And that's enough. I am thirsty: would I had 
A helm of water! 

Cses, That's a liquid now 

In requiffltion, but by no means easiest 
To come at. 

Jirn, And my thirst increases; — but 

I'll find a way to quench it. 

Cses. Or be quenched 

Thyself? 

Jrn. The chance is even; we wiD throw 
The dice thereon. But I lose time in prating; 
Prithee be quick. [Ctesar binds on the scarf. 

And what dost thou so idly 
Why dost not strike? 

CsBS, Your old philosophers 

Beheld mankind, as mere spectators of 
The Olympic games. When I behold a prize 
Worth wrestling for, I may be found a Milo. 

Am, Aye, 'gainst an oak. 

CsBS, A forest, when it suits me. 

I combat with a mass, or not at all. 
Meantime, pursue thy sport as I do mine: 
Which is jurt now to gaze, since all these labourers 
Will reap my harvest gralis. 
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Am. Thouart still 

A Fiendi 
Cos. And thou— -a man. . 
Am. Whyv such I fain would show me. 
Caev. Trae-^AS men are. 

Jim* And what is that? 

Ca». Thou feelest and thou see'st. 

[Exit Jmofd^ joiHingin the combat which sUU continues 
between detached parties. The scene closes, 

SCENE m. 

Si. Peter^s. The interior of the Church. The Pope at the 
Altar. PHestSf £<fc. crowding in confusion^ and Citi" 
zens flying for refuge, pursued by Soldiery. — Enter 
Csesar. 

A Spanish Soldier. Down with them* comrades! sieze 
upon those lamps! 
Cleaye yon bald-pated shaveling to the chine! 
His rosary's.bf gold! 

Lutheran Soldier, Revenge! Revenge! 
Plunder hereafter, but for vengeance now — 
Yonder stands Anti-Christ! 

Caes. (interposing.') How now, Schismatic! 

What wouldst thou? 

Lutheran Soldier, In the holy name of Christ, 
Destroy proud Anti-Christ. I am a Christian. 

CsBs. Yea, a disciple that would make the Founder 
Of your belief renounce it, could he see 
Such proselytes. Best stint thyself to plunder. 

Lutheran Soldier, I say he is the Devil. 

Cass, Hush! keep that secret 

Lest he should recognize you for his own. 

Lutheran Soldier. Why would you save him? I repeat he 
The Devil, or the Devil's Vicar upon Barth. [i* 
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C««. And that* 8 the reaioii; would joa make a qoanel 
With your best friends? Tou had fiir best be quiett 
His hour is not yet come. 

Lutharan SiMar. That shall be seen! 

l7%eLu^keran Soldier rwheg fonvardg athat tirikmkhm 
fiom one of the Popt^a guardit m^ he/klU ai ihefiU 
of ike akar. 

Cm, (Jo ike Luiheran,) I told you ao. 

Lutheran SokUer. And will you notaytnge me? 

Cms. Not I! Tou know that *< Vengeance is the Lord's:^ 
Tou see he lores no interlopen. 

Lutheran {dying,) Oh! 

Had I but shun him, I had g^ne on lugh. 
Crowned with eternal glOiy ! Heaven, forgive 
My feebleness of arm that reached him not. 
And take thy servant to thy mercy. 'Tis 
A glorious triumph still; proud Babylon's 
No more; the Harlot of the Seven Hills 
Hath changed her scarlet ndment for sackcloth 
And ashes! [The Lutheran £ai, 

Cae. Tesy thine own amidst the rest. 
Well done, old Babel! 

[l%e guards defend ihenuehee deeperatefy, while ike 
Pontiff escapee^ hy a private paeaage^ to the Fatiem 
and the cattle of St. Jngelo. 

Cas. Ha! right nobly battled! 

^ow, Priest! now, Soldier! the two great professions^ 
Together by the ears and'hearts! I have not 
Seen a more comic pantomime since Titus 
Took Jewry. But the Romans had the best then: 
Now they must take their turn. 

Soldiers, He hath escaped! 

Follow! 

Another Soldier, They have barred the narrow passage 
And it is clogged with dead even to the door. . . [tipi 
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CsB8. I am glad he bath escaped: he may thank me for't 
In part. I would not have his Bulls abolished'^-;, 
'Twere worth one half our empire: his Indulgences 
Demand some in return; — no, no, he must not 
Fall; — ^and besides, his now escape may furnish 
A future miracle, in future proof 
Of his infallibility. [ To the Spanish Soldiery. 

Well, Cut-throats! 
What do you pause for? If you make not haste 
There will not be a link of p ous gold left. 
.And you too. Catholics! Would ye return 
Prom such a pilgrimage without a relic? 
The very Lutherans have more true devotion: 
See how they strip the shrines! 

Soldiers. By holy Peter! 

He speaks the truthj the heretics will bear 
The best away. 

Cssa. And that were ^hame! Go to! 

Assist in their conversion. 

[ T%e soldiers disperse,- many quit the Church, others enter. 

CsDS. They are gone. 

And others come: so flows the wave on wave 
Of what these creatitres call eternity, 
Deeming themselvesthe breakers of the ocean. 
While they are but its bubbles, ignorant 
That foam is their foundation. So, another* 
ErUear Olimpia, flying from the pursuit — She springs upon 
the altar. 

Soldier. She's mine. 

Another Soldier {opposing the former*) You lie, I tracked 

her first, and, were she 

The Pope's niece, I'll not yield her. [I^yfig^^' 

. Third Soldier {advancing towards OUmpia.) You may 

Your claims; I'll make mine good* [settle 

Olimpia. Infernal slave! 

You touch me not alive. 

'x2 
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Even at the altar foot, whence I look down 
Vpon destruction, shall my head bedashed. 
Ere thou ascend it. God for^ve thee, man! 

Jm, I wiah to merit his forgiveness, and 
Thine own, although I have not injured thee. 

Olim, No! Thou hast only sacked my native land,— 
No injury!— and made my father's house 
A den of thieves— No injury'— this temple- 
Slippery with Roman and holy gore- 
No injury? And now thou would preserve me. 
To be— but that shall never be! 

[SheraUeshereyesio Heaven, folds her robe round har, 
and prepares to dash herself down on the aide. of the 
aliar opponte to that where Arnold stands, 

j^^ Hold! hold! 

1 swear. 

Olim. Spare thine abeady forfeit soul 

A perjury for which even Hell would loathe thee. 

1 know thee. 
Mm, No, thou know'st me not; I am not 

Of these men, though— 

OUm, I judge thee by thy mates; 

It is for God to judge thee as thou art 
I see thee purple with the blood of Rome; 
Take mine, 'tis all thou e'er shalt have of me! , 
And here, upon tlie maible of this tdmple, 
"Where the baptismal font baptised me God's, 
I offer him a blood less holy 
But not less pure (pure as it left me then, 
A redeemed infant) than the holy water 
The Sunts have sanctified! 

[Olimpia waves her hand to Arnold with disdaMf ad 
dashes herself on the pavement from the altar, 

Jim, Eternal God! 

I feel thee now! Help! help! She's gone. 
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CsB9. (approa^eg.) I un bcre, 

•Am. Thou! but «fa» aare her! 

Cflsv. {anigHng him to ram OUnytia.) She faath done it 
The leap was aeEbiu. (welg 

Jim. Oh! ahe is Ufeleia! 

Cob. ft 

She be ao, I. have nought to do wiljh Ihat: 
TheicswMction is beyond me. 

•Aw. Slare! 

Cm. Aye, sIavv of mastery 'tis aH one: metluiilQi 
Good words however are as wdl at times. 
^<im. Woidsl-^aast thou aid her? 

<?*»• Iwffitry. Asprinkfinf 

Of that same holy water may be nsefbl. 

[He bringasome tn Mb helmet fiam the font. 
Am. 'Tis mixed with blood. 

^*<«s* There is no deaaernoir 

Id Bome. 

Am. How pale! how bemtiftd! how lifU^ 
Aliye or dead, thou essence of all beauty, 
I lore but thee! 

Ctte. £yen.so Achilles loved 

Fenthesilea; witii his form it Seems 
You have his hetfrt, and yet it was no soft one. 

^Bm. She breathes! But no, 'twas nothing, <M* the last 
Vaint flutter life disputes with death. 

Ctt8. Shebrealhes. 

Am, 7%(W8ay'8tit?Thenti8tnitii. 

^*^' ~ You do me right— - 

The Devil speaks truth much oftener than he's deemed: 
He hath an ignorant audience. 

Jkn, (wkhtnU attending to him,) Yes! her heart beats. 
Alas! that the first beat of ^e only heart 
I ever wished to beat with mine, should vibrate. 
Te an assasun's puhei 
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Csfs. A sage reflection. 

But somewhat late i' the day. Where shall we bear her? 
t say she Uves. 

,Bm, And will she liye? . 

CsBf. As much 

As dust can. 

An, Then she is dead! 

Cm. Bsh! bah! Tou are so^ 

And do not know it. She will come to life — 
Such as you think so, such as you now are; 
But we must work by human means. 

An. yf^yriXL 

Convey her unto the Colonna palace, 
Where I have pitched my banner. 

Cms. Come then! raise her up! 

Am. SofUy! 

Casf. As softly as they bear the dea^ 

Perhaps because they cannot feel the jolting. 

An* But doth she live indeed? 

CaB8. Nay, never fear! 

But if you rue it after, blame not me. 

Am, Let her but live! 

Cas8. The spirit of her life 

Is yet within her breast, and may revive. 
Count! Count! I am your servant in all thingi^ 
And this is a new office:-— 'tis not oft 
I am employed in such; but you perceive 
How staAch a friend is what you call a fiend. 
On earth you have often only fiends for friends; 
Now 1 desert not mine. Soft! bear her hence. 
The beautiful half-clay, and nearly spirit! 
I am almost enamoured of her, as 
Of old the Angels of her earliest sex. 

Am. Thou! 

Caa*. I. But fear not. I'll not be your rival. 



1 
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Am. Rival? 

Casff. I could be one right fonnidable; 

But since I slew the seven husbands of 
Tobias' future bride (and after all 
^was sucked out by some incense) I have lud 
Aside intrigue: 'tis rarely worth the trouble 
Of gaining, or — what is more difficult- 
Getting rid of your prize again; for there's 
The rub! at least to mortals. 

Sm, Prithee, peace! 

Softly! methinks her lips move, her eyes open! 

QstB. Like starb, no doubt; for that's a metaphfir 
Por L.ucifer and Venus. 

Am, To the palace 

Colonna, as I told youf 

Cxz. Oh! I know 

My way through Rome. 

Jm. Now onward, onward! Gently! 

lExtunJt^ hearing Olimpia* — 7%e icene dosess 



PART ni.— SCENE I. 

A easik in the Appennines, surrounded by a vnld, hd 
smiling country. Chorus of Peasants singing before thJt 

gates. 

. Chorus, 
1. 
The wars are over, 

The spring is come; 
The bride and her lover 
Have sought their home: 
They are happy, we rejoice; 
Let their hearts have an echo in every voice! 
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The ipriiig ii wmtt Ibe ynak^9 gome^ 
The fiiit>boni child oi the eailj tiuii 
With ui she is but a wiatev's flower. 
The snowoa the hiHs caaaot bhtft her bower. 
And she lifts up her dewy eye of blue 
To the youngest sfc^ of tlie sdf<«siiie hue. 

3. 
And when the spring comes with her host 
Of flowen, thst flower beloved the most 
Shrinks from the crowd that may confuse 
Her heavenly odour and virgin hues. 

Fluck the others, but still remember 

Their Herald out of dim Decembe]>— 

Hie morning star of all the flowers^ 

llie pledge Of day-Ught's leng^ened houTS} 

JSoTf midst the rosea^ e'er forget 

The virgin, viigin Violet. 

Enter Casar (sin^tng.) 
The wars are all over, 
Our swords are all idle. 
The steed bites the bridle. 
The casque's on the wall. 
There's rest fbr the Rover; 
But his armour is ru8ty,t 
And the veteran grows crusty. 
As he yawns in the hall. 
He drinks—but what's drinking? 
A mere pause from thinking! 
No bugle awakes him with life-and-death-etflL 

Chorus, 
, But the hound bayeth loudly. 
The Boar's in Ihe wood, 
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And the Falcon longs pnwdly 

To spring from her hood: 
On the viist of the Noble 

She sits like a crest. 
And the air is in trouble 

With birds from their nest. 

C^sor. 
Oh! Shadow of glory! 

Dim image of war! 
But the chaoe hath no stoiyt 

Her hero no star. 
Since Nimrod,the Founder 

Of empire and chace. 
Who made the woods wondet. 

And quake for their race. 
When the Lion was youngs 

In the pride of his might, 
Tlien Hwas sport for the strong , 

To embrace him in fight; 
To go forth, with a pine 

For a spear, 'gainst the Mammotlu 
Or strike through ^he ravine 

At the foaming^Behemoth; 
While man was in stature 

As towers in our time. 
The first bom of nature. 

And like her, sublime! 

Chorus, 
But the wars are over. 

The spring is come: 
The bride and her lover 

Have sought their home; 
They are happy, and we rejoice; 
Let their hearts have an echo from every voice! 

lEx€wU the peasanlry, singing. 

VOL. IV— T 
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SHE WALKS IN BEAUTY. 

1. 

Skb walks in beauty, like the night 
Of cloudless cUmes and starry skies; 

Apd all that's best of dark and bright 
Meet in her aspect and her eyes: 

Thus mellowed to that tender light 
Which heaven to gaudy day denies. 

3. 
•ne shade the more, one imy the less. 

Had half impaired the nameless grace 
Which wares in every raven tress» 

Or so^y lightens <^er her fibce; 
Where thoughts serenely sweet express 

How puzv^ how dear thdr dwelling place. 

3. 
And on that ehieek, and o'er that brow. 

So soft, so cahn, yet eloquent, . 
The smiles that win, the tints that glow. 

But tell of days in goodness spent 
A mmd at peace with all below, 
A heart whose love is imioeefit! 

T 2 



246 HBBR£W MELODIES. 

THE HARP THE MONARCH MINSTREL SWEPT. 

1. 

The harp the monuch minstrel swept, 
The King of men* the loved of Heaven, 

Which Munc hallow'd while she wept 
O'er tones her heart of hearts had giveHf 
Redoubled be her tears, its chords are riven! 

It soilen'd men of iron mould. 
It gave them virtues not their own; 

No ear so dull, no soul so cold. 
That felt not, fired not to the tone, 
Till David's lyre grew mightier than his throne! 

2. 
It told the triumphs of our King, 

It wafted glory to our God; 
It made our gladden'd vallies ring, 

The cedars bow, the mountains nod; 

Its sound aspired to Heaven and there abode! 
Since then, though heard on earth no more. 

Devotion and her daughter Love 
Still bid the bursting spirit soar 

To sounds that seem as from above, 

lb dreams that day's broad light eamiot remove. 



IF THAT HIGH WORLD. 

1. / 

If that high worldt wUch lies besrond 

Our own, surviving Love endears; 
If there the cherish'd heut be fond» 

The eye the same, except in tears—* 
How welcome those untrodden spheres! 

How sweet ^is f«iy hour to die! 
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To soar from earth <and find all fean 
Lost in thy light— Eternity! 

2. 
It mast be^so: 'tis not for self 

That sve so tremble on the brink; 
And striving to o'erleap the gul( 

Yet cling to Being's severing link. 
Oh! in that future let us think 

To hold each heart the heart that Aarefl, 
With them the immortal waters drink» 

And soul in soul grow deathless thdn! 



THE WILD GAZEIXE. 

1. 

The wild gazelle on Judah's hills 

Exulting yet may bound. 
And drink from all the living rilli 

That gush on holy ground; 
Its airy step and glorious eye 
May glanee in tameless transport by:<**- 

2. 
A step as ^eet^an eye more bright^ 

Hath Judah witnessed there; 
And o'er her scenes of lost delight 

Inhkbitanto more fair. 
The cedars wave on Lebanooy 
But Judah's statelier maids are gone! 

3. 
More blest each palm that shades tlwn^philii 
Than Israel's scatter'd'ttees 



248 HEBREW MELODIES. 

For, taking root, it there remains 

In solitary grace: 
It cannot quit its place of birth, 
It will not live in other earth. 

4. 
But we must wander witheringly. 

In other lands to die; 
And where our fathers' ashes be. 

Our own may never lie: 
Our temple hath not left a stone. 
And Mockery sits on Salem's throne. 



OH! WEEP FOR THOSE. 

1. 
Oh! weep for those that wept by Babel's stream. 

Whose shrines are 4esolate, whose land a dream; 

Weep for the hpp of judah's broken shell; 

Mourn, where their God hath dwelt the Godless dwell. 

2. 
And where shall Israel lave her bleeding feet? 

And when shall Zion's songs again seem sweelf 

And Judah's melo4y once more rejoice 

The hearts that leap'd before its heavenly voice? 

8. 
Tlibes of the wandering foot and weaiy breast^ 

How shall ye flee away and be at rest! 

The wild-dove hath her nest, the fox bis cave« 

Manldnd their country— Israel but the grave! 



ON JORDAN'S BANK3. 

1. 

On Jordan's banks the Arab's camels sb^y. 

On Sion's bill the False One's Votaries pray, 



1 
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The Baal-adorer bows on Sinai's sttfep— 

Yet there— even there— Oh God! thj thunders sleep: 

2. 
There — ^whe^re thy finger scortch'd the tablet stone! 
There — where thy shadow to thy people shone! 
Thy giory shrouded in its garb of fire! 
Thyself— none living see and not expire! 

3. 
Oh! in the lightning let thy gHuice appear! 
Sweep from his shiver'd hand the oppressor's spear: 
How long by tyraots thaH thy land be trod! 
How long thy temple worshiplesB, Oh God! 



JEPHTHA'S DAUGHTER. 

1. 

Since our Countiy, our God — Oh, my Sire) 
Demand that thy Daughter expire; 
Since thy triumph was bought by thy vow-— 
Strike the bosom that's bared for thee now! 

2. 
And the voice of my mourning is o'er^ 
And the mountains behold me no more: 
If the hand that I love lay me low. 
There cannot be pain in the blow! 

3. 
And of this, oh, my Father! be sure— 
That the blood of thy child is as pure 
As the blessing I beg ere it flow. 
And the last thought that soothes me below. 

4. 
Though the virgins of Salem lament. 
Be the judge and the hen> unbent! 
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I hare won th^ great battle for thee^ 
And my Father and Country are free! 

5. 
When this blood of thy giving hath giuh'd* 

IVhen the voice that thou lovest is hush'd, 

Let my memory stiU be thy pride. 

And forget not I smiled as I died! 



OH! SNATGH'D AW AT IN BEAUTTS BLOOM. 

1. 

Oh! snatch'd away in beauty's bloom, ? 

On thee shall press no ponderous tomb; 
But on thy turf shall roses rear 
Their leaves the earliest of the year; 

And the wild cypress i^ave in tender gloom: 

2. 
And oft by yon blue gushing stream 

Shall Sorrow lean her drooping head. 

And feed deep thought with many a dream. 

And lingering pause and lightly tread; 

fond wretch! as if her step disturbed the dead! 

3. 
Away; we know that tears are vain, 

That death nor heeds nor hears distreat: 
Will thisunteach us to complain? 

Or msike one mourner weep the less? 
And thou — who t^'st me to forget, 
Thy looks are wan, thine eyes are w6t 

MY SOUL IS DARK. 

1. 
My soul is datk^-Oh! quickly string 

The harp I yet can brook to hear; 



HEBREW MELODIES. 251 

And let thy gentle fingers fling 

Its melting murmurs o'er mine ear. 
If in this heart a hope be dear, 

That sound shall charm it forth again; 
If in these eyes there lurk a tear» 

'Twill flow, and cease to bum my brain: 

2. 
But bid the stnin be wild and deep. 

Nor let thy notes of joy be first: 
I tell thee, minstrel, I must weep. 

Or else this heavy heart will burst; 
For it hath been by sorrow nurst. 

And ached in sleepless silence long; 
And now 'tis doom'd to know the wors^ 

And break at once— or yield to song. 



1 SAW THEE WEEP. 

1. 
I saw thee weep— tlie big bright tear 

Came o'er that eye of blue; 
And then methought it did appear 

A violet dropping d^vft 
I saw thee smile— the sapphire's blaze 

Beside thee ceased to shine; 
It could not match the living lay • 

That fill'd that gbnce of thine. 

2. 
As clouds ftom yonder sun receive 

A deep and mellow die. 
Which scarce the shade of coming eve 

Can banish from the sky. 
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Those smiles unto the moodiest mind 
Their own pure joy impart; 

Their sunshine leaves a glow behind 
That li^^tens o'er the heart. 



THY DAYS ARE DONE. 

1. 
Thy days are done, tby fame beg^n; 

Thy country's strains record 
The triumphs of her chosen Son, 

.The slaughters of his sword! 
The deeds he did* the fields he won^ 

The freedom he restored! 

2. 
Though thou art faU'n, wlule we are free 

Thou shalt not taste of death! 
The generous blood that ilow'd fiom thee 

DisdainM to nnk beneath: 
Within our veins its cuitenta be. 

Thy spirit on our breath! 

3. 

Thy name, our charging hosts along. 

Shall be the battle-word! 
Thy fall the theme of choral song 

From virgin voices pour*d! 
To weep would do thy gloiy wrong; 

Thou shalt not be deplored. 



.-SONGS OF SAUL BEFORE IU» LAST BATTLE. 

1. 

Warriors and Chiefs! should die shaft or the nword 
Pierce me in leading the host of the Loid, 
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Heed not the corse, though a king's in your path: 
Buiy your steel in the bosoms of Gath! 

2. 
Thou who art bearing my bucUer and bow. 
Should the soldiers of Saul look away from the fbej 
Stretch me that moment in blood at thy feet! 
Mine be the doom which they dared not to meet, 

3. 
Farewell to others, but never we part. 
Heir to my royalty, son of my heart! 
Bright is the diadem, boundless the sway, 
Or kingly the death, which awaits us to-day! 



SAUL. 

1. 

Thou whose spell can nuse the dead. 

Bid the prophet's form appear. 
*' Samuel raise thy buried head! 

** King, behold the phantom seer!'' 
Earth yawn'd; he stood the centre of a cloud: 
Light changed its hue, retiring from his shroud* 
Death stood all glassy in his fixed eye; 
His hand was wither'd, and his veins were dry; 
His foot, in bony whiteness, glitter'd there. 
Shrunken and sinewless, and ghastly bare: 
From lips that moved not and unbreathing £rame^ 
I^ike cavem'd winds, the hollow accents came* 
Saul saw, and fell to earth, as falls the oak. 
At once, and blasted by the thander«stroke* 

2. 
*' Why is my sleep disquieted? 
^ Who 18 he that caUa the dead? 

VOL.ITV— z 
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<" la it thou. Oh King? Behold 

*' Bloodless are these limbs, and cold: 

'* Such are mine; and snch shall be 

*' Thine, to-morrow, when with me: 

** Ere the coming day is done, 

*' Such shalt thou be, such thy sob, 

•• Fare thee well, but for a day; 

•* Then we mix our mouldering clay. 

" Thou, thy race, lie pale and low, 

" Pierced by shafts of many a bowi 

" And the falchidn by thy side 

** To thy hearty thy hand shall guide: 

*' Crownless, breathless, headless &11, 

*' Son and ore, the house of Saul!" 



« ALL IS VANITY, 8AITH THE PREACHER." 

1. 
Pame, wisdom, love, and power were mine. 

And health and youth possess'd me; 
My goblets blush'd from every vine. 

And lovely forms caress'd me; 

I Bunn'd my heart in beauty's eyes, 

And felt my soul grow tender; 
All earth can give, or mortal prize. 

Was mine of regal splendour.. 

2. 

I strive to number o'er what days . 

Remembrance can discover, 
Which all that life of earth displays 

Would lure me^to live over. 

There rose no day, there rollM no hour 
Of pleasure unembitter'di 



1 
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And not a trapping deck'd my power 
That gall'd not while it glittered. 

3. 
The serpent of the field, by art 

And spells, is won from harming^; 
But that which coils around the heart. 

Oh! who hath power of charming? 

It will not list to wisdom's lore. 

Nor music's voice can lure it; 
But there it stings for evermore 

The soul that must endure it. 



WHEN COLDNESS WRAPS THIS STTFFERJNG 

CLAY. 

1. 
When coldness wraps this suffering clay, 

Ah, whither strays the immortal mind? 
It cannot die, it cannot stay. 

But leaves its darken'd dust belund. 
Then, unembodied, doth it trace 

By steps each planet's heavenly way? 
Or fill at once the realms of space; 

A thing of eyes, that aU survey? 

2. 
Btemal, boundless, undecay'd, 

A thought unseen, but seeing all. 
All, all in earth, or skies display'd. 

Shall it survey, shall it recall: 
Each fiunter trace that memory holds 

So darkly of departed yeara^ 
In one broad glance the soul beholds. 

And all, that was, at once appears. 
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3. 
Before creation peopled earth, 

Its eye shall roll through chaos bacTc; 
And where the furthest heaven had birth. 

The spirit trace its rising track. 
And where the future mars or makes. 

Its glance dilate o'er all to be. 
While sun is quench'd or system breaks, 

Fix'd in its own eternity. 

4. 
Above or Love, Hope, Hate, or Fear, 

It lives all passionless and pure; 
An age shall fleet like earthly year; 

Its years as moments shall endure,^ 
Away, away, without a wing. 

O'er all, through all, its thought shall flf 
A nameless and eternal thing, 

Forffettin^ what it was to die. 

VISION OF BELSHAZZAB, 

1. 

The King was on his throne. 

The Satraps throng'd the hall; 
A thousand bright lamps shone 

O'er that high festival. 
A thousand cups of gold, 
I ' In Judah deem'd divine — 

Jehovah's vessels hold 
" The godless Heathen's wine! 

2. 
In that same hour and hall, 
The fingers of a han4 
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Game forth agunst the wall. 

And wrote as if on sand: 
The fingers of a man:— 

A solitary hand 
Along the letters ran, 

And traced them like a wand. 

3. 
The monarch saw, and shook. 

And bade no more rejoice; 
All bloodless wax'd his look. 

And tremulous his voice. 
*< Let the men of lore appear, 

** The wisest of the earth, 
«* And expound the words of fear, 

•• Which mar our royal miith.'' 

4. 
Chaldea's seers are good. 

But here they have no skill; 
And the unknown letters stood 

Untold and awful still. 
And Babel's men of age 

Are wise and deep in lore; 
But now they were not sage. 

They saw — ^but knew no more. 

5. 
A captive in the land, 

A stranger and a youth. 
He heard the king^s command. 

He saw that writing's truth. 
The lamps around were bright 

The prophecy in view; 
He read it on that night, — 

The morrow proved it truet 
z 2 
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6. 
« Belsha2%ar'8 gfrave is made, 

«« His kingdom pass'd away, 
" He, in the balance weigh'd, 

** Is light and worthless clay. 
** The shroud, his robe of state, 

«* His canopy the stone; 
«' The Mede is at his gate! 

** The Persian on his thronei!'* 



SUN OF THE SLEEPLESS. 

Sun of the sleepless! melancholy star! 
"Whose tearful beam glows tremulously far, 
That show'st the darkness thou canst not dispel, 
How like art thou to joy remember'd well! 
So gleams the past, the light of other days, 
Which shines, but warms not with its powerless rays 
A night-beam Sorrow watcheth to behold. 
Distinct, but distant — clear — but, oh how cold! 



WRI^E MY BOSOM AS FALSE AS THOU 
DEEM'ST IT TO BE. ^ 

1, 

Were my bosom as false as thou deem'st it to be, 

X need not have wanHer'd from far Galilee: 

It was but abjuring my creed to efface 

The curse, which thou say'st, is the crime of my race, 

2. . 
If the bad never triumph, then God is with thee! 
If the slave only sin, thou art spotless and free! 
If the ^xile on earth is an Outcast on high. 
Live on in thy faith, but in mine X will die. 
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3. ' 
I have lost for that faith more than thou canst bestow, 
As the God who permits thee to prosper doth know; 
In his hand is my heart and my hope — and in thine 
The land and the life which for him I resig'n. 



HEROD'S LAMENT FOR MARIAMNE. 

1. 

Oh, Mariamne! now for thee 

The heart for which thou bled'st is bleedin|p; 
Revenge is lost in agony. 

And wild remorse to rage succeeding. 
Oh Mariamne! where art thou? ' 

Thou canst not hear my bitter pleading; 
Ah, couldst thou — ^thou wouldst pardon now. 

Though heaven were to my prayer unheeding. 

2. 
And is she dead? — and did they dare 

Obey my phrensy's jealous raving? 
My \vrath but doom'd my own despair: 

The sword that smote her's o'er me waving.^ 
But thou art cold, my murder'd love! 

And this dark heart is vainly craving 
For her who soars alone above. 

And leaves my soul unworthy saving. 

3. 
She's gone, who shared my diadem; 

She sunk, with her my joys entombing; 
I swept that flower from Judah's stem 

Whose leaves for me alone were blooming; 
And mine's the guilt, and mine the hell. 

This bosom's desolation doomiog; 
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And I have e$m*d thoie toituies weQ, 
Whieh unconsumed are still ooiiBiuiiiiig! 



ON THE DAT OF THE DEStfiUGTIQN OF 
JERU8AUSM BT TITUS. 

1. 

From the last hill that looks on thy once holy dome 
I beheld thee, Oh Sion! when rendered to Rome: 
'Twas thy last sun went down, and the flames of tl^ fall 
Flaah'd back on the last glance I gave to thy wall. 

2. 
I look'd for thy temple, I looked for my home. 
And forgot for a moment my bondage to come; 
I beheld but the death-fire that fed on thy fane. 
And the fast fetter'd hands that made vengeance in vain. 

3. 
On many an eve, the high spot whence I gazed 
Had reflected the last beam of day as it blazed; 
While I stood on the height, and beheld the decline 
Of the rays from the mountun that shone on thy shrink. 

4. 
And now on that mountain I stood on that day. 
But I mark'd not the twilight beam melting away$ 
Oh! would that the lightning had glared in its steady 
And the thunderbolt burst on^e conqueror's head! 

5. 

But the Gods of the Pagan shaU never protoe 
The shrine where Jehovah disdain'd not to reigni 
And scattet'd and scom'd as thy people may be* 
Our worshipi oh Fath^ is only for thee. 
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*Y THE RIVERS OF BABYLON WE SAT DOWN 

AND WEPT. 

1. 
We sate down and wept by the waterg 

Of Babel, and thought of the day 
When our foe, in the hue of his slaughters^ 

Made Salem's high places his prey; 
And ye, oh her desolate daughters! 

Were scattered all weeping away. 

2. 
While sadly we gazed on the river 

Which roU'd on in freedom below, 

*They demanded the song; but, oh never 

That triumph the stranger shall know! 

May this right hand be withered for ever. 

Ere it string our ihigh harp for the foe! 

• 3. 
On the willow that hai-p is suspended. 

Oh Salem! its sound should be free. 
And the hour when thy glories were ended 

But left me that token of thee. 
And ne'er shall its soft tones be blended 

With the voice of the spoiler by me! , 



THE DESTRUCTION OF SEMNACHERIB. 

* 

1. 
The Assyrian came down like the wolf on the fold. 
And his cohorts were gleaming in purple and gold; 
And the sheen of their spears was like stars on the sea. 
When the blue wave rolls ni^tly on deep Galilee. 
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2. 
Like the leaves of the forest when Bummer b green^ 
That host with their banners at sunset were seen: 
Like the leaves of the forest when Autumn hath blown. 
That host on the morrow lay withered and strown. 

3. 
For the Angel of Death spread his wings on the Uast, 
And breathed in the fiu^ of the foe as he pass'd; 
And the eyes of the sleepers wax'd deadly and chiDy 
And their hearts but once heaved, and for ever grew still! 

• 4. 

And there lay the steed with his nostril all wide* 
But through it there roU'd not the breath of his pride: 
And the foam of his gasping lay white on the txaf. 
And cold as the spray of the rock-beating sutf, 

S. 
And there lay the rider distorted and pale. 
With the dew on his brow, and the rust on his mail; 
And the tents were all silent, the banners alone. 
The lances unlifted, the trumpet unblown. 

1. 

And the widows of Ashur are loud in their wail, , 
And the idols are bro^e in the temple of Baal; 
And the might of the Gentile, unsmote by the swoid. 
Hath melted like snow in the glance of the Lord! 



FROlf JOB. 

1. 
A spirit paas'd before me: I beheld ' 

The face of Immortality unveil'd^ 

Deep sleep came down on every eye save mine— 

And there it stood»— «U formless— 4>ut divine: 
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Along my bones the creeping flesh did quake; 
And as my damp hsdr stifTen'd, thus it spake: 

2. 
** Is man more just than God? Is man more pure 
** Than he who deems even Seraphs insecure? 
** Creatures of clay— vain dwellers in the dust! 
** The moth survives you, and are ye more just? 
*• Things of a day! you wither ere the night, 
" Heedless and blind to Wisdom's wasted light!" 



/ 



THE 

AGE OP BRONZE; 

fJARHSN SECULABE XT ANNUS BAUD MIRABILIS. 



** Impar Congrestua Achilli." 



I. 

Thb ** good old times" — aU times when old are g^ood— 
Are gone; the present might be if they would; 
Great things have been» and are, and greater still 
Want little of mere mortals but their will; 
A wider space, a greener field is |^ven 
To those who play their ** tricks before high heaven." 
I know not if the angels weep, but men 
Have wept enough— for what?;— to weep again. 

n. 

All is exploded— be it good or bad. 
Reader! remember when thou wert a lad. 
Then Pitt was aU; or, if not all, so much* 
His very rival almost deemed him such. 
We, we have seen the inteUectoal race 
Of g^ts stand, like Titans, face to face— 
Athos and Ida, with a dashing sea 
Of eloquence between, which flowed aU frec^ 
As the deep billows of the JEgean roar. 
Betwixt the Hellenic and Phrygian share, 
vol. IV.— A a 
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fiinile— for the fettered Eagle breaks his chain. 
And higher worlds than this are his again. 

IV. 
How, if that soaring Spirit still retaun 
A conscious twilight of his blazing rei^ 
How must he smile, on looking down, to see 
The little that he wa9 and sought to be! 
"What though his name a wider empire found 
Than his ambition, though with scarce a boundi 
Though first in gloiy, deepest in reverse. 
He tasted empire's blessing's and its curse; 
Though kings, rejoicing in their late escape 
From chains, would gladly be tJteir tyrant's ape; 
How must he smile, and turn to yon lone grave. 
The proudest sea-mark that o'ertops the wave! 
What though his jailer, ddteous to the last, 
Scarce deemed the coffin's lead could keep him fiui^ 
Refusing one poor line along the lid. 
To date the birth and death of all it hid. 
That name shall hallow the ignoble shore, 
A talisman to all save him who bore: 
The fleets that sweep before the eastern blast 
Shall hear their sea-boy's hail it from the mast; 
When Victory's Gallic column shall but rise, 
Like Pompey's pillar, in a desert's skies, 
The rocky isle that holds or held his dust 
Shall crown the Atlantic like the hero's bust. 
And mighty Nature o'er his obsequies 
Do more than niggurd Envy still denies. 
But what are these to himP Can glory's lust 
Touch the freed spirit of the fettered dust? 
Small care hath he of what his tomb consists. 
Nought if he sleeps — nor more if he ezifts; 
Alike the better-seeing Shade will smile 
On the rude cavern of the rocky isle. 
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As if his ashes found their latest home 

In Rome's pantheon, or Gaul's mimic dome. 

He wants not this; but France shall feel the want 

Of this last consolation, thoug^h so scant; 

Her honour, Ikme, and faith, demand his bones. 

To rear above a pyramid of thrones; 

Or carried onward in the battle's yan 

To form like Guesclin's* dust, her talisman. 

But be it as it is, the time may come 

flis name sh^U beat the alarm like Ziska's drum. 

V. 

Oh heaven! of which he was in power a feature; 

.Oh earth! of which he was a noble creature; 

Thou i^e! to be remembered long and well. 

That saw'st the unfledged eaglet chip his shell? 

Ye Alps, which viewed him in his dawning flights 

Hover, the'victor of a hundred fights! 

Thou Rome, who saw'st thy Caesar's deeds outdone! 

Alas! why passed he too the Rubicon? 

The Ru bicon of man's awakened rights. 

To herd with vulgar kings and parasites? 

Egypt! from whose all dateless tombs arose 

Forgotten Pharaohs from their long repose. 

And shook within their pyramids to hear 

A new Cambyses thundering in their ear; 

IVhile the dark shades of forty ages stood 

Like startled giants by Kile's famous flood; 

Or from the pyramid's tall pinnacle 

Beheld the desert peopled, as from hell, 

"With clashing hosts who strewed the barren sand 

To re-manure the uncultivated land! 

* Quesclin died during the nefje ofa eky; it aarrendered, and the keys 
were brought and hid. upon bu bier, so that the place might appear ren- 
doied to liuasites* 

4a2 
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Spain! which, a moment mindless of the Cid» 
Beheld his banner flouting thy Madrid! 
Austria! which saw thy twice-ta'en capital 
Twice spared, to be the traitress of his fall! 
Ye race of Frederic! — Frederics but in name 
And falsehood-— heirs to all except his fame; 
VTho, crushed at Jena, crouched at Berlin, fell 
First, and but rose to follow; ye who dwell 
Where Kosciusko dwelt, remembering yet 
The unpaid amount of Catherine's bloody debt* 
Poland! o'er which the avenging angel past. 
But left thee as \\e found thee, still a waste; 
Forgetting all thy still enduring claim. 
Thy lotted people and extinguished name; 
Thy sigh fur freedom, thy long-flowing tear. 
That sound that crashes in the tyrant's ear; 
Kosciusko! on — on— on— the thirst of war 
Gasps for the gore of serfs and of their Czar; 
The half barbaric Moscow's minarets 
Gleam in the sun, but 'tis a sun that sets! 
Moscow! thou limit of his long career, 
For which rude Charles had wept his frozen tear 
To see in vun— Ae saw thee — ^how? with spire 
And palace fuel to one common Are. 
To this the soldier lent his kindling match. 
To this the peasant g^ve his cottage thatch. 
To this the merchant flung his hoarded store. 
The prince his hall — ^and, Moscow was no more! 
8ublimest of volcanoes! Etna's flame 
Pales before thine, and quenchless Hecla's tame; 
Vesuvius shows his blaze, an usual sight 
For gaping tourists, from his hacknied height: 
lliou stand'st alone unrivalled, till the fire 
To come, in wluch all empires shall expire. 
Thou other element! as strong and stem 
To teach a lesson conquerors will not learn, 



\ 
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^hose icy wing flapped o'er the faltering foe, 

Till fell a hero with each flake of snow; 

How did thy numbing beak and silent fang 

Pierce, till hosts perished with a single pang! 

In vain shall Seine look up along its banks 

For the gay thousands of hb dashing ranks; 

In vain, shall lYance recall beneath her vines 

Her youth; their blood flows faster than her wines: 

Or stagnant in their human ice remains 

in frozen mummies on the Polar pUdns. 

In vain will Italy's broad sun awaken 

Her oflTspriog chilled; its beams are now forsaken. 

Of all the trophies gathered from the war, 

What shall return? The conqueror's broken car! 
The conqueror's yet unbroken heart! Agiun 

The horn of ttoland sounds, and not in vain. 

L.utzen, where fell the Swede of victory. 

Beholds him conquer, but, alas! not die: 

Dresden surveys three despots fly once more 

Before their sovereign,— Aovereign as before; 

But there exhausted Fortune quits the field. 

And Leipsic's treason bids the unvanquished yield; 

The Saxon jackall leaves the lion's side 

To turn the bear's and wolf's, and fox's guide^ 

And backward to the den of his despur 

The forest monarch shrinks, but finds no lair! 

Oh ye! and each, and all! Oh, France! who found 

Thy long fair fields plough'd up as hostile ground. 

Disputed foot by foot, till treason, still 

His only victor, from Montmartre's hill 

Looked down o'er trampled Paris; and thou, isle, 

IVhich seest Etmria from thy ramparts sQiile, 

Thou momentary shelter of his pride. 

Till wooed by danger, his yet weeping bride; 

Oh, France! retaken by a single march, 

AVhose path was tlurough one long triumphal arch! 



L 
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Oh, bloody And most bootless Waterloo, 

Which proves how fools may have their fbrtoae tM 

Won, half by blander, half by treachery; 

Oh, dull Saint Helen! with thy jailer nigh» 

*Hear! hear! Prometheas from his rock appeal 

To earth, air, ocean, all that felt or feel 

His power and glory, all, who yet shall hear 

A name etemid as the rolling year; 

He teaches them the lesson taught so long. 

So of^ so vainly — learn to do no wrong! 

A single step into the right had made 

This man the Washington of worlds betrayed; 

A nngle step into the wrong has given 

His name a doubt to all'the winds of heaven; 

The reed of Fortune and of thrones the rod. 

Of Fame the Moloch or the demigod; 

His country's Cssar, Europe's Hannibal, 

Without their decent dignity of iall. 

Yet Vanity herself had better taught 

A surer path even to the fame he sought^ 

By pointing out on history's fruitless pag6 

Ten thousand conquerors for a single sage. 

Willie Franklin's quiet memory climbs to beaveii, 

Calming the lightning which he thence hath riven^ 

Or drawing from the no less kindled earth 

Freedom and peace to that which boasts his biitli:- 

While Washington's a watchword, such as ne'er 

Shall sink while there's an echo left to air: 

While, even the Spaniard's thirst of gold and war 

Forgets Pizarro to shout Bolivar! 

Alas! why must the same Atlantic wave 

Which wafted freedom gird a tymnt's grate. 

The king of kings, and yet of dares the skive, 

* I refer the reader to the fint addren of Prometheni in Aehyln, 
whenhe nlertaloDeby hb ftttendiiiitiiaad befimtlie anlTil oftkeChonu 
'^^ S«a>D>mphi. 
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Who bunt the chains of miUions to renew 
The wcry fetters which his arm broke through. 
And crmhed the rights of Europe and his own 
To flit between a dungeon and a throne. 

VI. 

But 'twill not be — the spark's awakened— lo! 

The swarthy Spaniard feels his former glow; 

The some high spirit which beat back the Moor 

Through eight long ages of alternate gore, 

ReyiTea— and where? in that avenging clime 

Where Spain once was s3monyraous with crime. 

Where Cortes' and Pizarro's banner flew; 

The infimt world redeems her name of <* New,** 

Tis the old aspiration breathed afresh. 

To kindle souls within degraded flesh. 

Such as repulsed the Perman from the shore 

Where Greece t&a«— No! she still is Greece once more. 

One common cause makes myriads of one breast. 

Slaves of the East, or Helots of the West; 

On Andes' and on*Athos' peaks unfurled. 

The self-same standard streams o'er either wodd; 

The Athenian wears again Harmo^us' sword; 

The Chili chief abjures his foreign lord; 

The Spartan knows himself once more a Greek; 

Young Freedom plumes the crest of each Cacique; 

l>ebating despots, hemmed on either shore, 

Shrink vainly from the roused Atlantic's roar; 

Through Calpe's strait the rolling tides advance, ' 

Sweep slightly by the half-tamed land of France, 

Bash o'er the old Spaniard's cradle, and would fain 

Unite Ausonia to the mighty mun: 

Bat driven from thence awhile, yet not for aye. 

Break o'er the JEgean, mindful of the day 

Of Salamis — ^there, there, the waves arisen 

Kot to be lulled by tyrant victories. 
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Ix>ne, lost, abandoned in their utmost need 

By Christians unto whom they gave their creed^ 

The desolated lands, the raraged idCy 

The fostensd feud encouraged to beguile^ 

The aid evaded, and the cold delay. 

Prolonged but in the hope to make a prey; 

These, these shall tell the tale, and Greece can alKnr 

The false fiiend worse than the infuriate Ibe. 

But this is weU: (^veks only should free Greece^ 

Not the barbarian, with his mask oi peace; 

How should the Autocrat of Bondage be 

The king of serfs, and set llie nations free^ 

Better still serve the haughty Mossulmaa^ 

Than sweH the Cossaque's prowling caians;' 

Better still toil for masters, than await. 

The slave of slaves before a Russian gate^ 

Numbered by hordes, a human capital. 

Alive estate e3cisting but for duall. 

Lotted by thousands as a meet rewaid 

For the first courtier in the Czar's regaid; 

While their immediate owner never tastes 

His sleep, uuu dreaming* of Siberia's wastes^ 

Better succumb even to their own despanv 

And drive the camel than purvey the bear. 

VM. 

But not alone within the hoariest chme,' 

Where Freedom dates her birth with that of Tine; 

And not alone where, plunged in nighty a crowds 

Of Incas darken to a dubious cloud. 

The dawn revives; renowned, romantic Spain 

Holds back the invader from her soil again. 

Not now the Roman tribe nor Pimic horde 

Demand her fields as lists to prove the svwd; 

Not now the Vandal or the Yisig^h 

Pollute the plains alike abhorring bodi; 
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Nor old Pelayo on his mountain rears 

The warlike fathen of a thousand years. 

That seed is sown and reaped* as oh the Moor 

Sighs to remember on his dusky shore. . 

Long in the peasant's song or poet's page 

Has dwelt the memory of Abencerage* 

The Zegri, and the captive ▼icton, flung 

Back to the barbarous realm from whence they sprung. 

But these are ^ne — ^their &ith, their swords, their sway* 

Yet left more Antichristian foes than they; 

The bigot monarch and the butcher priest. 

The Inquisition, with her burning feast. 

The Faith's red ** auto^". fed with human fuel. 

While sate the Catholic Moloch, calmly cruel. 

Enjoying, with inexorable eye, 

That fiery festival of agony! 

The stem or feeble soyereign, one or both 

By turns; the haughtiness whose pride was sloth; 

The long degenerate noble; the debased 

Hidalgo, and the peasant less disgraced 

But more degraded; the unpeopled reafan; 

The once proud navy wMch fox^ot the helm; 

The once impervious phalanx disarrayed; 

The idle forge that form'd Toledo's blade; 

The foreign wealth that flow'd on ev'ry shore. 

Save her's who earned it with the native's gore; 

The vety language, which might vie with Rome's, 

And once was known to nations like their home's, 

l^'eglected or forgotten: — such was Spain; 

But such she is not nor shall be again. 

These worst, these home invaders, felt and feel 

The new Numantine soul of old Castile. 

Up! up again! undaunted Tauridor! 

The bull of Phafari* rmewt his roar^ 
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Mount, chivalrous Hidalgol not in Yun 

Revive the cry— «Iago! and close Spain!"* 

Yes, close her with your anned bosoms round. 

And fonn the bam«r which Napoleon found. 

The exterminating war; the desert plain; 

The streets without a ttfnant, save the slain; 

The wild Sierra, with its wilder troop 

Of vulture-plumed Guerillas, on the stoop 

For their incessant prey; the desperate watt i 

Of Saragossa, mig^htiest in her fall; 

The man nerved to a spirit, and the maid 

Waving her more than Ammazonian blade; ^ 

The knife of Arragonif Toledo's steel; 

The famous lance of chivalrous CastUe; 

The unerring rifle of the Catalan; 

The Andalunan courser in the van; 

The torch to make a Moscow of Madrid; 

And in each heart the spirit of Ae Cid! 

Such have been, such aliall be, such are. Advance, 

And win— not Spun, but thine own freedom, France! 

Tin. 

But lo! a Congress! What, that hallowed name 
Which freed the Atlantic? May we hope the same 
For outworn Europe? With the sound arise. 
Like Samuers shade to Saul's monarchic eyes. 
The prophets of young Freedom, summoned far 
From climes of Washington and Bolivar. 
Henry, the forest-bom Demosthenes, 
Whose thunder $hook the Philip of the seas; 
And stoic Franklin's energetic shade. 
Robed in the lightnings which his hand allayed: 

« <* St. lago! and close Siiainr* the •M S|nniih imMry. 
t The Arra^nians are i>eculiarly dexterous in tbe nae of ttm 
•nd dfapUyed ic partlculany in former French van. 
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And Washington, the t3rrant-tamery wake, 
To bid us blush for theae old chains, or break. 

But who compose this Senate of the few 
That should redeem the manyp Who renew 
This consecrated name, till now assigned 
To councils held to benefit mankind? 
Who now assemble at the holy call? 
The blest Alliance, which says three are all! 
An earthly Trinity! which wears the shape 
Of heaven's, as man is mimicked by the ape. 
A pious unity! in purpose one. 
To melt three fools to a Napoleon. 
Why, Egypt's gods were rational* to these; 
Their dogs and oxen knew their own degree% 
And, quiet in their kennel or their shed. 
Cared little so that they were duly fed; 
But these, more hung^, must have something mere, 
The power to bark and bite, to toss and gore. / 
Ah, how much happier were good JSsop's froga 
Than we! for ours are animated logs. 
With ponderous malice swaying to and/ro. 
And crushing nations with a stupid blow. 
All dully anxious to leave little work 
Unto |he revolutionary stork. 

IX. 

Thrice blest Verona! since the holy three 
With their imperial presence shine on thee; 
Honoured by them, thy treacherous site forgets 
The vaunted tomb of "all the Capuletsj" 
Thy Scaligers— for what was ** Dog the Great," 
" Can Grande," (which I venture to translate) 
To these sublimer pugs? Thy poet too, 
Catullus, whose old laurels yield to new; 
vei. IT. — ^B b 
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Thine amphitheatre^ where Bmiians sate; 

And Dante's exile, sheltered by thy gate; 

Thy good old man,* whose world was all within 

Thy wall, nor knew the country held him in: 

Would that the royal guests it girds about 

Were so far like, as nerer to g^t out! 

Ay, shout! inscribe! near monuments of shame. 

To tell Oppression that the world is tame! 

Crowd to the theatre with loyal rage. 

The comedy is not upon the stage; 

The show is rich in ribandiy and staxs, 

Then gaze upon it throu^ ^y dungeon ban: 

Clap thy permitted palms, kind Italy, 

For thus muchadll thy fettered hands are free! 

X. 

Besplendent sight! behold the coxcomb Czar, 

The autocrat of waltzes and of war! 

As eager for a plaudit as a reahn. 

And just as fit for flirting as the helm; n 

A Calmuck beauty with a Cossack wit. 

And generous spirit, when 'tis not frost>bit; 

Now lialf dissolving to a liberal thaw. 

But hardened back whene'er the morning's raw; 

With no objection to true liberty. 

Except that it would make the nations free. 

How well the Imperial Dandy prates of peace. 

How fain, if Greeks would be his slaves, free Greece! 

How nobly gave he back the Poles their Diet^ 

Then told pugnacious Poland to be quiet! 

How kindly would he send the mild Ukraine, 

With all their pleasant pulks to lecture Spain; 

How royally show oif in proud Madrid' 

His goodly person, from the South long hid; 

* The flunoof old nuui of Veiona. 
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A blessing cheaply purchased, the world knows. 

By having Muscovites for friends or foes. 

Proceed, thou namesake of QfetX Philip's son! 

1a Harpe, thine Aristotle, beckons on; 

And that which Scythia was to him of yore» 

Find with thy Scythians on Iberia's shore. 

Yet think upon, thou somewhat aged youth* 

Thy predecessor on the banks of Protht 

Thou hast to aid thee, should his lot be thinc^ 

Hany an old woman, but no Catherine.* 

Spain too hath rocks, and rivers, and defilei^ 

The bear may rush into the lion's toib. ^ 

Fatal to Goths are Xeres' sunny fields; 

I'hink'st thou to thee Napoleon's victor yields? 

Better reclaim thy deserts, turn thy swords 

To ploughshares, shave and wash thy Bashkir hordei* 

Bedeem thy realms from slavery and the knout* 

Than follow headlong in the fatal route. 

To infest the clime whose skies and laws are pure, 

"With thy foul legions. Spain wants no manure; 

Her soil is fertile, but she feeds no foe; 

Her vultures, too, were .gorged not long ago; 

And wouldst thou furnish them with fresher prey? 

Alas! thou wilt not conquer, but purvey. 

I am Diogenes, though Russ and Hun 

Stand between mine and many a myriad's sun; 

But were I not Diogenes, I'd wander 

Rather a worm than auch an Alexander! 

Be slaves who will, the C3mic shall be free; 

His tub hath tougher waUs than Sinopd: 

Still will he hold his lanthom up to scan 

The face of monarchs for an ** honest man." 

* The dexterity of Catherine extricated Peter (called the Great, by 
oourtevy) when iimowided by the Uoaahnanf on the banki of the nrer 
Pruth. 
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XI. 

And what doth Gaul, the all -prolific land 

Of ne plus ultra Ultras and their band 

Of mercenaries? and her nois^ Chambers 

And Tribane, which each orator first clambers 

Before he finds a voice, and when 'tis found. 

Hears " tfie lie" echo for his answer round! 

Our British Commons sometimes deign to hear; 

A Gallic Senate hath more tongue than ear; 

Even Constant, their sole master of debate. 

Must fight next day his speech to vindicate. 

But this costs little to true Franks, who had rather ^ 

Combat than listen, were it to their father. ■ 

"What is the simple standing of a shot. 

To listening long, and interrupting not? 

Though this was not the method of old Rome, 

"When Tully fiilmined o'er each vocal dome, 

Demosthenes has sanctioned the transaction. 

In saying eloquence meant '* Action, action!" 

XII. 

But Where's the Monarch? hath he dined? or yet 

Groans beneath Indigestion's heavy debt? 

Have revolutionary patds risen. 

And turned the royal entrsuls to a prison? 

Have discontented movements stirred the troops? 

Or have no movements foUowed traitorous soups? 

Have Carbanaro cooks not carbonadoed 

Each course enougii? or doctors dire dissuaded 

Repletion? Ah! in thy dejected looks 

1 read all France's treason in her cooks! 

Good classic Louis! is it, canst thou say, ' 

Desirable to be the «' Desir^?" 

Why wouldst thou leave caUn Hartwell's green abode, 

Apician table and Horatian ode. 
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To role a people who will not be ruled. 

And love much rather to be scourged than schooled? 

Ah! thine was not the temper or the taste 

For thrones, the table sees thee better placed: 

A mild Epicurean, formed* at best. 

To be a kind host, and as good a guest, 

To talk of letters, and to know by heart 

One half the poet's, €tU the gourmand's art; 

A scholar always, now and then a wit. 

And gentle when digestion may permit; 

But not to govern lands enslaved or free; 

The gout was martyrdom enough for thee! 

xin. 

shall noble Albion pass without a phrase 
From a bold Briton in her wonted praise? 
*^ Arts — arms — and George-— and glory and the isle»— 
And happy Britain — ^wealth and freedom's smiles— 
"White cliiTs, that held invasion frr aloof- 
Contented subjects, all alike tax-proof— 
Proud Wellington, with eagle beak so curled. 
That nose, the hook where he suspends the world!* 
And Waterloo— and trade — and— hush! not yet 

A syllable of imposts or of debt) 

And ne'er (enough) lamented Castlereagh, 
Whose pen-knife slit a goose-quill t'other day— - 
And < pilots who have weathered every storm'-*' 
(But, no, not even for rhyme's sake, name reform.") 
These are the themes thus sung so oft before, 
Methinks we need not rang them any more; 
^ound in so many volumes far and near. 
There's no ocicanon you should find them here, 

* * Naio nupendit adanco.**— Honee. 
The Roman appUet it to one who merely wa« imperioiu to his ae(|atiat- 
aoee. 

Bb2 
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Yet something' may remain perchance to chime 
With reason, and, what's stranger still, with rhyme} 
Even this, thy genius, Canning! may permit, 
AVho, bred a statesman, still was bom a wit. 
And never, even in that dull house, couldst tame 
To unleavened prose thine own poetic flame; 
Our last, •ur best, our only orator, . 
Even I can praise thee — ^Tories do no more, 
Kay, not so much;-^they bate thee, man, because 
'I1)y spirit less upholds them than it awes. 
The hounds will gather to their huntsman's hollo. 
And where he leads the duteous pack will followi 
But not for love mistake their yelling cry. 
Their yelp for game is not an eulogy; 
Less faithful far than the four-footed pack» 
A dubious scent would lure the bipeds back. 
Thy saddle garths are not yet quite secure. 
Nor royal stallion's feet extremely sure; 
The unwieldy old White Horse is apt at last 
To stumble, kick, and now and then stick fast 
With his great self and rider in the mud; 
But what of that? the animal shows blood. 

XIV. 
Alas, the countiy! how shall tongue or pen 
Bewail her now uncountry gentlemen? 
The last to bid the cry of warfare cease. 
The first to make a malady of peace. 
For what were all these country patriots bom? 
To hunt, and vote, and raise the price of com? 
But corn, like every mortal thing, must fall, 
Kings, conquerors, and markets most of all. 
And must ye fall with every ear of grain? 
Why would you trouble Bonaparte's reign? . 
He was your gpreat Triptolemus; his vices 
destroyed but realms, and still maiatained yeur priceni 
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He amplified to every lord's content 

The grand Agrarian Alchymy bight Rent, 

Why did the tyrant stumble on the Tartars, 

And lower wheat to such desponding quarters? 

Why did you chain him on yon isle so lone? 

The mian was worth much more upon his throne. 

True, blood and treasure boundlessly were spilt. 

But what of that? the Gaul may bear the guilt; 

But bread was high, the farmer paid his way, 

And acres told upon the appointed day. 

But where is now the goodly audit ale? 

The purse-proud tenant never known to fail? 

The farm which never yet was left on hand? 

The marsh reclaimed to most improving land? ' 

The impatient hope of the expiring lease? 

The doubling rental? What an evil's peace! 

In vain the prize excites the ploughman's skill. 

In vain the Commons pass their patiiot bill; 

The landed iniereat — (you may understand 

The phrase much better leaving out the land)-^ 

The land self-interest g^ans from shore to shore, 

For fear that plenty should attain the poor. 

Up! up agpun! ye rents, exalt your notes. 

Or else the Ministry will lose their votes, 

And Patriotism, so delicately nice, 

Her loaves will lower to the market pricei' 

For ah' " the loaves and fishes," once so high, 

Are gone — their oven closed, their ocean dry. 

And nought remains of all the millions spent. 

Excepting to grow moderate and content. 

They who are not so, had their turn— and turn 

About still flows from Fortune's equal urn; 

Now let their virtue be its own reward. 

And share the blessings which themselves prepared. 

See these inglorious Cincinnati swarm, 

rannew of war, Dicta^ of the fana! 



284 THK AGE OF BRONZE. 

* 

J%eir ploughshare was the sword in hireling hands, 

2r%etr fields manured by gore of other lands; 

Safe in their bams these Sabine tiUers sent 

Their brethren out to battle-^why? for Bent! 

Tear after year they voted cent, per cent. 

Blood, sweat, and tear-wrung miUions — why? for Rent! 

They roared, they dined, they drank, they swore they 

To die for England— why then live? for Rent! [meaot 

The peace has made one general malecontent 

Of these high-market patriots; war was Rent! 

Their love pfcountty, millions all mis-spent. 

How reconcile? by reconciling Rent. 

And will they not repay the treasures lent? 

No: down with every thing, and up with Rent! 

Their good, ill, health, wealth, joy, or discontent. 

Being, end, aim, religion— Rent, Rent, Rent! 

Thou soldst thy birthright, Esau! for a mess: 

Thou shottldst have gotten more, or eaten less; 

Now thou hast swilled thy pottage, thy demands 

Are idle; Israel says the bargain stands. 

Such, landlords! was your appetite for war. 

And, goig'd with'blood, you grumble at a scar! 

What, would they spread their earthquake even o'er Cash? 

And when land crumbles, bid firni paper crash? 

So rent may rise, bid bank and nation fall. 

And found on Change a FundHng Hospital? 

Lo, Mother Church, while all religion writhes, 

^ike Niobe, weeps o'er her offspring. Tithes; 

The Prelates go to— where the saints have gone, 

And proud pluralities subside to one; 

Church, state, and faction, wrestle in the dark, 

^'ossed by the Qeluge in their common ark. 

pj^om'of her Bi^ops, banks, and dividends. 

Another Isabel soars — ^but Britain ends. 

And why? to pamper the self-seeking wantis^ 

And prop the hill of these aenraQan ants. 



gratj^ 
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** Go to these ants^ thou sluggard, and be wise,'* 
Admire their patience through each sacrifice. 
Till taught to feel tlie lesson of their pride. 
The price of taxes and of homicide; 
Admire their justice, whLch would fain deny 
The debt of nations: — ^pray, who made it high? 

XV. 

Or turn to sul between those shifting rocks. 

The new Sjrmplegades — the crushing Stocks, 

Where Midas might agidn lus wish behold > 

In real paper or imagined gold. 

That magic palace of Alcina shows 

More wealth than Britain ever had to lose. 

Were all her atoms of unleavened ore. 

And all her pebbles from Pactolus' shore. 

There fortune plays, while Rumour holds the stake. 

And the world trembles to bid brokers break. 

How rich is Britain! not indeed in mines. 

Or peace, or plenty, com, or oil, or wines; 

No land of Canaan, full of milk and honey. 

Nor (save in paper shekels) ready money; 

But let us not to own the truth refuse. 

Was ever Christian land so rich in Jews? 

Those parted with their teeth to good King John, 

And now, ye king^! they kindly draw your own; 

All states, all things, all sovereigns they control. 

And waf^ a loan " from Indus to the Pole." 

The banker— broker — baron — brethren, speed 

To aid these bankrupt tyrants in their need. 

Nor these alone; Columbia feels no less 

I>esh speculations follow each success; 

And philanthropic Israel deigns to drain 

Her mild per centage from exhausted Spain. 

Not without Abraham's seed can Russia march, 

*Tls gold, not steel, that rears the conqueror's arch 



386 THFi AGE OF BBONZE. 

Two JewBf a chosen people, can command 

In every realm their scripture-promised land:— * 

Two Jews keep down tlie Romans, and uphold 

The accursed Hun, more brutal than of old: 

Two Jews — but not Samaritans^r-direct 

The world, with all the spirit of their sect. 

"What is the happiness of earth to them? 

A Congress forms their " New Jerusalem," 

"Where baronies and orders both invite — 

Oh, holy Abraham! dost thou see the sight? ^ 

Thy followers minglin^^ with these royal swine, 

"Who spit not ** on their Jewish gabardine,^' 

But honour them as portion of the show — 

(Where now, oh, Pope' is thy forsaken toe? 

Could it not favour Judah with some kicks? 

Or has it ceased to << kick agsunst the pricks?'^) 

On Shylock's shore behold them stand afresh. 

To cut from nation's hearts their *' pound of flesh.'' 

XVI. 

Strange sight this Congress! destined to umte 

All that's incongruous, all that's opposite. 

Ispeak not of the Sovereigns — they're alike, * j 

A common coin as ever mint could strike: ! 

But those who sway the puppets, pull the strings 

Have more of motley than their heavy kings. 

Jews, authors, generals, charlatans, con^bine. 

While Europe wonders at the vast design: 

There Mettemich, power's foremost parasite, i 

Cajoles; there Wellington forgets to fight; 

There Chateaubriand forms new books of martyrs,* 

And subtle Greeks intrigue for stupid Tartars; 

There Montmorency, the sworn foe to charters, 

* MonsWur Chateaubriand« who has not forgotten the author m tke 
minister, received h handsome compliment at Verona from i Kteimrr 
Mvereign; ** Ah! Monsieur C— , urv you related to that CfaateaabiiajM 
who— who^who has written tomethinx?"* (ecrit qutlque chtei) Wmmid 
thattha author of Atala repeated him fur a moment oTfab kgitoscjr. 
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Turns a diplomatist of great eclat, 
To furnish articles for the " Debits;*' 
Of war so certain — ^yet not quite so sure 
As his dismissal in the ** Moniteur." 
Alas! how could his cabinet thus err? 
Can peace be worth an Ultra-Minister? 
lie falls indeed, perhaps to rise agidn 
<' Almost as quickly as he conquered Spain. 



i9 



xvn. 

Enough of this— a sight more mournful woos 
The averted eye of the reluctant Muse. 
The imperial daughter, the imperial bride. 
The imperial victim — sacrifice to pride; 
The mother of the hero's hope, the boy. 
The young Astyanax of modem Troy; 
The still pale shadow of the loftiest queen 
That earth ha^ yet to see, or e'er hath seen; 
She flits amidst the phantoms of thehour. 
The theme of pity and the wreck of power. 
Oh, cruel mockery! Could not Austria spare 
A daughter? What did France's widow there? 
Her fitter place was by St. Helen's wave. 
Her only throne is in Napoleon's g^ave. 
But, no, — she still must hold a petty reign. 
Flanked by her formidable chamberlain; 
The martial Argus, whose not hundred eyes 
Must watch her through these paltry pageantries. 
What though she sl;iare no more and shared in vain 
A sway surpassing that of Charlemagne, 
Which swept from Moscow to the Southern seut. 
Yet still she rules the pastoral realm of cheese. 
Where Parma views the traveller resort 
To note the trappings of her mimic court. 
* But she appears! Verona sees her shorn 
Of all her bQams— while nations gaze and moaxfl'-* 
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Ere jet her husband's ashes have had time 

To chill in their inhospitable cHm^; 

(If e'er those awful ashes can g^row cold;— 

But no, — ^their embers soon will burst the toiould) 

She comes! — the Andromache (but not Radne's^ 

Nor Homer's) Lo! on Pyrrhus' arm she leans! 

Yes! the right arm, yet red from Waterloo, 

Which cut her lord's half shattered sceptre through 

Is offered and accepted! Could a slave 

Bo more? of less? — ^and he in his new grave! 

Her eye, her cheek, betray no inward strife. 

And the ^or-Empress grows as Ex a wife! 

So much for human ties in royal breasts! 

Why spare men's feelings, when their own are jests? 

xvra. 

But, tired of foreign follies, I turn home, 

And sketch the group — the picture's yet to come. 

My Muse 'gan weep, but ere a tear was spilt. 

She caught Sir WiDiam Curtis in a kilt! 

While thronged the chiefs of every Highland clan 

To hail their brother, Vich Ian Alderman! 

Guildhall grows Gael, and echoes with Erse roar. 

While all the Common Council cry, " Claymore! 

To see proud Albyn's Tartans as a belt 

Gird the gross sirloin of a City Celt, 

She burst into a laughter so extreme. 

That I awoke — and lo! it was no dream! 

Here, reader, wiD we pause: — ^if there's no harm in 
This first*—you'll have, perhaps, a second " Carmen." 

■ tl 
I. 
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